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REMARKS. 



This is the dramatic history of the Earl of War- 
wick ; whose exploits as a soldier, and intrigues as a 
politician, obtained him a second title from the po* 
pulace — a title, at this time, recognised by all Christ- 
endom, in the person of another warrior. Warwick 
was called — " The Setter-up and Puller-down of 
Kings." 

By some, this appellation was meant as an ho- 
nour ; by others, as a reproach to Warwick: but as, 
in the distribution of thrones, he never showed a 
wish to secure one for himself, it may fairly be sup- 
posed that he conscientiously gave the royal sceptre 
into that hand, which he hoped and believed best 
could wield it; his latent self love pointing out to 
him, alternately, that candidate as most worthy of 
the crown, who most revered his power and dignity. 

In this tragedy, the youthful, gay, and gallant 
Edward the Fourth, is, for the first and the last time, 
brought upon the stage in person; though a well- 
known character, by description, in some of our best 
English dramas. 

Edward is excellently described in the play of 
** Jane Shore," as her betrayer, and doting lover. In 
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" Richard the Tliirti," he is depicted ns ti dying 
king, and tbe beloved husband of this very Elizabeth, 
fur whom, in this iragt liy, he sighs ; and ivhoac power 
over his hourl, causi;d the rcsenliitrnl of his friend, 
the Eiirl of Wiiriviclii and, of consequence, the Io«« 
of his ihronc, till that great man choiic lo be ap- 
pensed. 

The reader will probably have a much higher re- 
iprct fur the charms of the Lady Elizabeth Grey, 
here celebrated, and of her whole character, by keep- 
ing in bis recollection, that she was afterwards the 
afflicted mothi^r of the two young princes, murdered 
in the Tower ; and the mother-in-law of Richmond, 
afterwards Henry the Seventh. 

The famed Margaret of Anjou, wife of Henry ihe 
Sixth, here portrayed, was the daughter of Renf of 
Anjou, King of Sicily: and, all heroine as slie was, 
in heading whole armies lo fight her captive hus- 
band'^ battles, her prowess in ihc field was far less 
rrainent than that of the female general, her imme- 
diate precursor : — Joan of Arc, ihe Maid of Orleans, 
acted her military feats in the early part of the reign 
of Henry the Sixth ; and Joan's and Margaret's 
achievemenis in arms, might have taught the Earl of 
Warwick less vain glory in his martial deeds. 

The character of Margaret is so well drawn in thii 
play, that, by the dignified exertions of Mrs. Yaies, 
who first appeared in the pari, the play had a very 
favourable receptinn. 

A mistake occurred during the rehearsal of ihis dra- 
ma, which proves the deception to which dramatic writ- 
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en, managers of theatres, and the actors, are frequently 
liable. — Every one of the before named experienced 
persons, who were concerned in the tragedy of the 
" Earl of Warwick," condoled with Mrs. Yates, be- 
fore the piece was brought forth, on her having to 
represent a part in it of such ferocious mind and 
manners, as would infallibly be hateful to every au- 
ditor. The event proved otherwise^ and Margaret of 
Anjou was the favourite character of the public, the 
sole upholder of the play in its long attraction, and 
obscured, with her brilliancy, both Warwick and the 
King, although the two most admired actors of the 
theatre, Holland and Powell, represented those parts. 

This tragedy is a translation from the French play 
of the same nan^e, by the famous De La Harpe, who 
died since the French revolution. It was first acted in 
Paris in the year 176*4; and was brought on the stage 
in this country in 17^7, by Dr. Thomas Franklin, 
called the Gredarif from his learning. 

The original writer did wrong by inventing, but 
the translator, as an Englishman, has done worse in 
adopting, an historical falsehood introduced at the 
catastrophe of this play. The famed Earl of War- 
wick was slain at the battle of Barnet; which being 
a circumstance more likely to be forgotten, than that 
Richard the Third was killed in Bosworth field ; it 
ought to have been held peculiarly sacred by the 
poet, as a recorded truth, which, by fictitious colour- 
ing, might easily be effaced from the memory of the 
young. 

To those who love that long disputed subject of 
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kingly prerogative, and the privileges of the people, 
torae scenes between Edward and the Earl of War- 
wick, may give high amusement : and may possibly 
fix their wavering opinions — upon which cv«r side 
they chance to be inclining. 
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EARL OF WARWICK, 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCEN E I. 



A Pahte» 



Enter Margaret of Anjqu, and Lady Clifford* 

Ladif C. Thanks, gracious Heaven ! my royal mis- 
tress smiles; 
Unusual gladness sparkles in her eye. 
And bids new welcome in the stranger, joy, 
To his new mansion. 

Marg. Yes, my faithful Clifford, 
Fortune is weary of oppressing me : 
Through my dark cloud of grief, a cheerful ray 
Of light breaks forth, and gilds the whole horizon. 

Loify C. Henry in chains, and Edward on the 
throne 
Of Lancaster ; thyself a pris'ner here ; 
Tky qftptive son torn from his mother's arms, 
Am ift the tyrant's power ; a kingdom lost :— 
Amidst so many sorrows, wliat new hope 
Has wrought this wondrous change? 
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Marg, That, which alone, 
In sorrow's bitt'rest hour, can minister 
Sweet comfort to the daughters of affliction, 
And bid misfortune smile — the hope of vengeance : 
Vengeance, benignant patron of distress. 
Thee I have oft iuvok'd, propitious now 
Ihou smil'st upon me; if I do not grasp 
The glorious opportunity, henceforth 
Indignant frown, and leave me to my fate ! 

Lady C. Unhappy princess ! that deceiver, hope. 
Hath often flatter'd, and as oft betray 'd thee : 
What hast thou gain*d by all its promises ? 
What's the reXvard of all thy toils ? 

Marg, Edward and Warwick, those detested names. 
Too well thou know'st, united to destroy me. 

Lady C. That was, indeed, a fatal league. 

Marg, But mark me ; — 
If we could break this adamantine chain, 
We might again be free : this mighty warrior, 
This dread of kings, th' unconquerable Warwick, 
Is plighted to the fair Elizabeth. 

Lady C. The Lady Gray, you mean, the beauteous 
widow, 
Whose husband fell in arms for Lancaster. 

Marg, The same. — Warwick long has lov'd — 

Lady C. And means to wed her. 

Marg, But if I have art. 
Or she ambition, that shall never be. 

Lady C, Canst thou prevent it ? 

Marg, Yes, my Clifford, 
I shall provide her with a fitter husband, 
A nobler far, and worthier of her charms- 
Young Edward. 

Lady C. Ha!, the king! impossible! 
Warwick, ev'n now, comniission'd by the statey 
To treat with Lewis, offers England's throne 
To France's daughter, and ere this, perhaps, 
//^iM sjga'd the solemn contract. 
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Marg. Solemn trifles ! 
Blerc cobweb lies — Love's a despotic tyrant ! 
Edward is youthful, gay, and amorous ; 
His soul is ever bpen to^the lure 
Of beauty, and Elizabeth has charms 
Might shake a hermit's virtue. 

Lad^ C. Hath he seen 
This peerless fair one } 

Marg, Yes — by my contrivance, " 
When last he hunted in the forest, some. 
Whom i had planted there, as if by chance 
Alone directed, led him cross the lawn 
To Grafton ; there—even as my soul had wish'd^ 
Elizabeth surprised 
His unsuspecting heart 

Lad^ C. What foUow'd ? 

Marg. 0! 

He gasFd, and wonder'd ; for a while, his pride 
Indignant rose, and struggled with his passion ; 
But love was soon victorious ; and, last night, 
The Earl of Suffolk, so my trusty spies 
Inform me, was despatch*d, on wings uf love, 
To plead his master's cause, and offer her 
The throne of England. 

Ijudi/ C. What, if she refuse 
The golden bribe ? 

Marg. No matter ; all I wish 
Is but to make them foes. — Warwick 
Is fiery, and impatient of reproof; 
He will not brook a rival in his love. 
Though seated on the throne ; besides, thou know'st 
The haughty earl looks down with scorn on Edward, 
As the mere work of his all-powerful hand, 
The baby monarch of his own creation. 

Lad^ C. Believe me, madam, Edward still reveres 
And loves him, still, as conscious of the debt, 
y Pays him with trust and confidence ; their souls 
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Are link'd togelher in ihe strictest bonds 

Of sacred friendship. 

Marg. That but serves my cause : 

Where lies are close, and interests uniied. 

The slighltst injuries are severely ftll ; 

OSended friendship never can forgive. 

Lady C. Now the full prospect opens to my vieiv ; 

I see tby distant aim, and trace the paths 

Of vengeance ; England wiii eoun be a scene 

Of blood and horror; discord's fainl torch 

Once lit up, in this devoted land, 

What pow'r shall eVr exlinguiah it? Alas ! 

I tremble at the consequence. 

Marg. And I 
Enjoy it: O! 'twill be a noble' contest 
Of pride 'gainst pride, oppression 'gainst oppression ; 
Rise but the storm, and let the waves beat high, 
The wreck may be our own :— 
And see, ihc king approaches ; 
This way he passes from the council — Mark 
His downcast eye ; he is a stricken deer ; 
He cannot 'scape; 
We'll meet and speak to him. 

Ladi/ C. What mean you, madam f 
Marg. To ask him — what, I know, he will refuse; 
That gives me fair pretext to break with him, 
And join the man I hate, vindictive Warwick ; 
Bui soft— he comes 

Enler Kma Edward and an Officer. 

King E. Is Suffolk yet return'd i 

[To tie Officer. 
Offi. No, my good liege, 

king E. Go, wait and bring bira to me, [Exit. 
I'll to my closet. Pardon me, fair lady. 



Marg, Fcrhupsitii beneath 



^ 



SCENE I.] THE EARL OF WARWICK. I L 

A conquVor to look down upon his slave ; 
But I've a boon to ask. 

King E, Whate'er it is, 
Within the limits of fair courtesy. 
Which honour can bestow, I'll not refuse thee. 

Marg. There was a time, when Margaret of Atijoti 
Would not have deign'd to ask of Edward aught ; 
Nor was there aught that Edward dar'd refuse her; 
But that is past — great Warwick's arm prevail'd. 
And I am now your pris'ner. 
. King E, Since the hour 
When fortune smil'd propitious on the cause 
Of justice, and gave vic^ry to our arms,. 
You have been treated with all due respect. 
Or your condition, or your sex could claim; 
Servd like a queen, and lodg'd within our palace. 
Is there aught more you can with reason ask, 
Or I, in prudence, grant you ' 

Marg. Give me back 
The liberty I lost — restore my son, 
And I may then, perhaps, be reconcird 
To an usurper; may withhold my vengeance. 
And let thee sit, unpunished, on — my ihrone. 

King E. You talk too proudly, madam ; but to 
show you 
I cannot fear, you have your liberty. 
Letters this morning I receiv'd from France, 
Have offer'd noble ransom for your person ; 
Without that ransom (for the soul of Edward 
Is far above the sordid lust of gold) 
I grant it — from this moment you are free; 
But for your son — I cannot part with him, 

Marg, 1 scorn your bounties — scorn your prof* 
fer'd freedom' ! 
What's liberty to me without my child ? 
But. fate will place us soon above thy reach^ 
Thy short-liv'd tyranny is almost past; 
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The Sturm is galh'ring on thcc, and will burst 
AVilli ttnfoM vengeance on ihy guilty head. 

King E. 1 am not to be telk'd into submission, 
Kor dread ihe menace oi a clarn'rous woman. 

Marg. Thou inay'st have cause to dread a woiiian'i 

The time may come — mark my propheiic word — 
When wayward beauty shall repay, wilh sorn. 
Thy fruilless vowg, and vindicate my wrongs: 
The friend thnu lean'st <jn, tike a broken reed, 
Shnll pierce thy side, and lill thy soul wilh anguish, 
Keen as the pangs I feel: York's ptrjur'd bouse 
Shall sink to rise no more; and Lancaster, 
AViih added lustre, reassume the throne. 
Hear this, and tremble — give me back my son — 
Or dread the vengeance of a desp'rate mother. [EzU. 
King E. Imperious woman ! but the voice ot «■(« 
Is ever clarn'rous : 'lis ihe privilege. 

The charter of affltclitin, lo complain. 

This lardy Suffolk ! how I long to know. 
Yet dread to hear, my fate ! Elizabeth, 
On ihee the colour of my future life 
Depends ! for ihou alone canst make me btcss'd. 

Or cure'd, for ever ! O ! this cruel doubt 

Is worse than all my tortures ; — but he cumes, 
Th' ambassador of love ! 

Enltr Ihe Earl of Suffolk. 
What news, my Suffolk f 
Shall 1 he happy f— O ! I'm on ihe rack 
Of exp<^ctation : — Didst thou tell my tale 
As if it were thy own— and may 1 hope 

Siif. My loyal liege 

Kwg E. Good Suffolk, lay aside 
The fiirms of dull respect ; he brief, and tell me — 
Speak, hast thou seen herr — Wilt she be my queen ? 
Quick! ttll me ev'ry circuma;ancc — each word, 
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Each look, each gesture: — Didst thou mark them, 
Suffolk?— 

Suf, 1 did ; and will recount it all. — ^Last nighty 
By your command, in secret 1 repaif'd 
To Grafton's tufted bow'r, the happy seat 
Of innocence and beauty ; there I found 
Thy soul's best hope, the fair £lizabeth: 
Nu er did these eyes behold such sweet perfection : 
I found her busy'd in the pious office 
Of filial duty, tending her sick father. 

King E, 'That was a lucky moment to prefer 
My humble suit : touch but the tender string 
Of soft compassion in the heart, and love 
Will quickly vibrate to its kindred passion. 
You urg'd our royal purpose, then } 

Suf. I did, . 

With all the warmth of friendship ; dwelt with pi 

sure 
On ev'ry princely virtue that adorns 
Your noble htart : she listcn'd with attention, 
And ccho'd back your praises. 

King E. Was not that 
A kind propitious omen ? 

Suf, Such, indeed. 
Hoping to find it, I call'd in the pow'rs 
Of flattery to my aid, and gaz'd upon her. 
As if confounded by her dazzling beauties : — 
Conscious she smil'd ; but when, at length, I spakt 
Of England's monarch sighing at her feet, 
The crimson glow of modesty o'erspread 
Her cheek, and gave new lustre to her charms : 
She turn'd aside ; and as she silent bow'd 
Her doubtful thanks, I mark'd the pearly tear 
Steal down its secret track ; and from her breast 
Heard a deep sigh, she struggled to conceal. 
If 1 have any judgment, or can trace 
Tha hidden feelings of a woman's heart, 
Her^s » already fix'd : I fear, my lieg|e, 
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With all that England, sll that thou couldat give, 
The crown would sit but heavy on her brow. 

King E. Not heavici, Sutfulk, than it sill OD 

My throne is irkwme to mc ; who would wish 
To be a sov'i-eigD, when Elizabefh 
Prefers a subject? — Then th' impetuons Warwick — 
.His awful virtue shall chastise my weakness. 
kI'vc promis'd Lewis to espouse his daughter, 
v7o strengthen our alliance : would lo Heaven 
^1 had not ! If I seek this coy refuser, 

And break wilh France, Warwick will take ih' alarm; 
If once offended, he's inexorable. ' i 

Suf. Iknowhim well.— Believe me, sir, the higb 
And haughty spirit, when it meets rebuke. 
Is easiest check'd, and sinks into submii>sion. 
Let him, my litge, who ventures to arraign 
His master's conduct, look into his own : 
There ever is a comer in the heart 
Open to folly ; Warwick is not free 
From human frailties. 

Xing' £. No; ambition fires 
His noble breast; love triumphs over mine: 
But well thou knnw'st 1 dread his keen reproach. 
We seldom pity woes we ne'er experienc'd. 
Or pardon weakuL'as which we do not feel : 
He is a hero. 

Suf. Heroes are but men ; 
I have some cause to think bo— but of that 
We'll talk another lime: meanwhile, my liege, 
I think Lord Warwick is a useful friend. 

King E. Ay, and a dangerous foe ; the people lovcj , 
To adoration love him : if he falls • 

From his allegiance, crowds will follow him. j 

England has long been rent by civil broils. 
And fain U'ould rest her in the arms of peace; 
Her wounds scarce clos'd, shall Edward open them. 
And bid titaa bleed afresh i believa me, Suffolk, 
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I would not be the cause of new divisions 
Amongst my people, for a thousand kingdoms* 

Smf. Tis nobly said, and may thy grateful subjects 
Revere thy virtues, and reward thy love ! 

Kmg £. O, Sufiblk ! did they know but half tha 
cares 
That wait on royalty, they would not grudge 
Their wretched master a few private hours 
Of social happiness. — If France consents, 
I am undone; and Warwick hath, ere this, 
Enslav'd me ; curse on this state policy. 
That binds us thus to love at second hand ! 
Who knows but be may link mt to a wretch ; 
Wed me to folly, ignorance, and pride, 
lllnature, sickness, or deformity ; 
And, when Fm chain'd to misery, coldly (dl me. 
To sooth my griefe, 'twas for the public good. 

Suf. How far you have commissioned him, I know 
not; 
But were I worthy to advise, my liege, 
I would not be the dupe of bis ambition. 
But follow Nature's dictates, and be happy» 
£ngland has charms besides Elizabeth's, 
And beauties that — 

King E. No more ; my heart is fix'd 
On her alone ; find out this powerful rival, 
I charge thee, Suffolk : yet why wish to find, 
What found, will make me wretched ? were he bound 
In cords of tenderest friendship round my heart. 
Dearer than Warwick, dearer than thyself, 
Forgive me, but I fear I should abhor him. 
O ! think on something that may yet be done. 
To win her to my heart ere Warwick comes. 

&ff. I hear he is expected every hour. 

Ung E. Grant, Heaven ! some friendly wind may 
yet retard him. — 
t dread his presence here. 
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Mesa. My lieoe, the Earl 
Of Warwick isarriv'd. 

King E. Ha! when?— How?— Where? 
Would be were hnry'd in ibe rapid wuvrs 
That brought him hither ! Comes he here to tiighl f 

Mess. My liege, ere now be might have rcach'd the 
pakce. 
But that the shouting mulliluilrs prpss hard, 
On ev'ry side, and seem to worship him. [Exit. 

KingE. What's to be done? 1 cannot, must not. 

Till nil Is fix*d : once more, my best lovM Suffolk, 
Try the soft arts of thy persUMsive tongue : 
What mrthod canitt thou ibink on, to evaiie 
This promis'd marriage with ambitious France? 

Sa/l Summon your council — lay your thoughta 
before (hum : 
Meet Warwick there, and urge a sov'reign's right. 
To please himself in that which should concern 
Himselt alone. Firm Buckingham and 1 
Will plead your cause against the haughty Warwick ; 
Whom I iVfiuld treat with cold civility, 
And distant state, which evt^r anf;ers more 
Resentful spirits, than the warmth of passion. 

King E. 'Tis well advis'd : mean lime, if possible, 
I will compose my troubled thoughts to rest. 
Suffolk, adieu : if Warwick asks for me, 
I am not well — I'm hunting in the forest — 
I'rti boay — stay — remember what I told yuu. 
Touching the earldom which I meant lo give 
Her father; that may bring her to the court j 
You understand me, Suffolk — fare thee well, — 

[£ji( Suffolk. 
Why should I dread lo see the man 1 love— 
The tnati I rcv'ronceJ — Warwick is not chang'd, 
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Bat Edward is— Suffolk, I know, abhors him ; 

A favourite must be hated : if he urges 

This dreadful contract, I shall hate him too : 

I cannot live without Elizabeth ; 

I'll think no more — if I must sacrifice 

My friendship or my love — the choice is made. [Exit. 



ACT THE SECOND. 



tCEKE U 



A Room in the Palace. 



Enter the Earl of Warwick, speaking to am 

Ofvicer. 

Warm. Tis well ; I shall attend his highness' plea* 
sure. [Comes forward. 

Meet me i'th* council ! — Warwick might have claim'd 
A private audience. After all my toils, 
My perib in his service, 'tis a cold. 
Unkind reception ; some base whisperer, 
Some needy sycophant, perhaps, hath poison'd 
My royal master's ear: or, do I judge too rashly F—-^ 
As my embassy concerns 
The public welfare, he would honour me 
With public thanks — Elizabeth will chide me 
For this unkind delay : but honour calls, 
And duty to my king ;- that task perform'd, 
I haste, my love^ to happiness and thee« \]EAit« 
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SCENE II. 



The Council Chamber. 



King Edward, Dukes of Clarence and Buck* 
iNOHAMy Earls of Suffolk, Pembroke, ^c. 

King E. Goojd Buckingham, I, thank thee for thy 
counsel, 
Nor blame thy honest warmth ; I love this freedom. 
It is the birthright of an Englishman, 
And doth become thee : what says noble Suffolk ? 

Svff, I would not cross my royal master's will ; 
But, on my sou], I ^bink, this nuptial league 
With France, preposterous, and impolitic; 
It cannot last ; we are by nature foes. 
And naught but inutual poverty and >veaknes8, 
Can ever make us friends : she wants our aid 
Against the pow'rful Burgundy, and therefore 
Throws out this lure of beauty to ensnare you ; 
That purpose gain'd, she turns her arms against us. 

Pernb. Why, let her: if she pomes with hostile 
arm, 
England, thank Heaven, is ready to receive her. 
I love my country, and revere my king. 
As much, perhaps, as honest Buckinahani, 
Or my good, fe&rful Lord of Suffolk here, 
Who knows so well, or would be thought to know, 
What France will do hereafter: vet I think. 
The faith of nations is a thing so sacred, 
)t ought not to be trifled with. I hate 
As much as you, th' unnatural, forced alliance ; 
And. yet, my lords, if Warwick is enipower'd, 



<C£Si( II.] THE EARL OF WARWICK. 19 

(For SO I hear he is), to treat with Lewis, 

I know not how in honour you can swerve 

From bis conditions. [Shouting. 

Hark ! the hero comes : 

Those shouts proclaim him near: the joyful people 

Will usher in their great deliverer. 

As he deserves. 

Enter Warwick. 

King E, Thrice welcome, noble Warwick, 
Welcome to all ! [Ta Clarence, Pembroke, SfC. 

Suf. You've had, my lord, I fear. 
An arduous task, which few could execute, 
But Warwick ; in the council and the field, 
Alike distinguished, and alike successful. 

King Ef What says our cousin France ? 

Warm. By me, my liege, 
He greets you well, and hopes in closer ties 
United soon, to wear a dearer name. 
At length, thank Heaven ! the iron gates of war 
Are clos'd, and peace displays her silken banners, 
() er the contending nations ; ev'ry doubt 
Is now remov'd, and confidence establish'd, 
I hope, to last for ages. 

KingE. Peace, my lord, 
Is ever welcome; 'lis the gift of Heaven, 
The nurse of science, art's fair patroness. 
And merit's best protector; but if France 
Would chain us down to ignominious terms. 
Cramp our free commerce, and infringe the rights 
Of our liege subjects, England may repent, 
Too late, her rash credulity ; and peace, 
With all her bles«ing)i, may be bought too dear. 

IVano. The shathe would then be his, who made 
the purchase. 
If any doubt my faith, my honest zeal 
For thee, and for my countr}', let him speak, 
And I will answer; punish mc, just Hcaveiv^ 
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If, in the task, I have consulied aii^ht 

But England's honour, an<l my sovereign's glory ! 

King E. Mblake nie not, good Warwick, ivcH I 
know 
Thy apodeas Irulh, thy honour, and tby love; 
But glory has no farther charms forrae: 
Rais'd by thy pow'rful aid to England's ihroae, 
I ask no more : already I am great. 
As fame and fortune, with their 9mil(^, can make me, 
And all 1 wish for now, is to be happy. 

IFarw. That too, my Hege, hath been ihy War- 
wick's care; 
Happy thou shalt be, if the fairest form 
That ever caught a gazing lover's eye, 
Join'd to the sweetest, most engaging virtue* 
Can make thee so. Bona accepts with joy, 
Thy proffer'd hand : she is, indeed, a gem, 
Fit to adom the brighiestcrown : lo see. 
Is to admire her — trust me, England's self, 
The scat of beauty, and the throne of love, 
Boasts not a fairer. 

King E. Beauty, good my lord. 
Is all idual ; 'tis the wayward child 
Of fancy, shifting with the changeful wind 
Of fond opinion ; what lo you appears 
The model of perfection, may disgust 
My strange capricious taste. 

fVarw. Such charms would fix 
Inconstancy itself; her winning virtues, 
Ev'n if her beauty fail'd, would soon subdue 
The rebel heart, and you xvould Icam to love her. 

King B. h the passion lo be learn'd then ? wouldst 
ifaou make 
A science of afiectiont guide the heart, 
And teach it whereto fix i Impossible [ 
'Tis strange philosophy! [Aitw and comafanvard. 
My lord of Warwick, 
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Your zeal in England's, and in Edward's cause 
Merits our thanks; but for the intended marriage 
With France's dauohter — it may never be. 

Warm, Not be? it must ! your sacred word is 
is pass'd, 
And cannot be rccall'd : but three days since 
I sign'd the contract, and my honour s pledg'd 
For the performance : Heavens ! whilst fickle France 
Is branded 'midst the nations of the earth, 
For breach of public faith : shall we, my liege^ 
Practise ourselves, the vices we condemn? 
Pass o'er a rival nation's ev'ry virtue, 
And imitate their perfidy alone ? 

King E. You'll pardon me, my lord, I thought it 
part 
Of a king's power, to have a will, to see 
With his own eyes, and in life's little fea^t, 
To cater for himself; but 'tis, it seems, 
A privilege his subjects can refuse him. 

Wano, And so they ought; the king who cannot 
conquer 
His private int'rcst, for the public welfare, 
Knows not his duty. 

King E. Kings, my lord, are born 
With passions, feelings, hearts, like other men ; 
Nor see I yet, why Edward's happiness 
Must fall a sacrifice to Warwick's honour. 

Warw. My honour, sir, is yours— my cause, your 
own! 
Who sent me^ and whose image did I bear ! 
The image of a great, and glorious king. 
Or, of a weak, and wav'ring boy? — henceforth, 
Chuse from the herd of foaming sycophants, 
Some needy slave for your mock embassy, 
To do your work, and stain the name of England 
With fgul reproach: — Edward, I blush for thee. 
And for my country ; for, from this hour, expect 
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From injur'd France, contempt, with deep Tesent- 

For broken faith, and enmity eternal. 

King E. Cternul be it tlien ; for, as I prize 
My inward peace, btyond tbe pomp of state. 
And all tbe tinsel glare of fond anibitiun, 

1 will not wed her. Gracious Heaven ! what am li 

The meanest peasant in my realm may chuse 
Hia rustic bride, and share wiih her, tlie sweets 
Of mutual friendship, and domestic bliss f 
Why should my happier subjects then deny me, 
The common rights, ibe privilege of nature. 
And, in a land of freedom, thus conspire 
To make their king tbe only slave among them? 

Warw. The worst of slaves is he, whom passion 

Uncheck'd by reason, and the pow'rful voice 

Of frieniiship, which, 1 fear, is heard no more 

By thoughtless Edward. Tia the curse of kinga 

To be surrounded by a venal herd 

Of flatt'rers, thatsooth bis darlingvices. 

And rob their master of his subjects' love. 

May, frown not, sirs, supported as ye are, 

I fear you not. Which of this noble train. 

These well-beloved counsellors and friends. 

Assembled here to witness my disgrace. 

Have urg'd you to this base, unmanly falsehood i 

Shame on you all! to stain the spotless mind 

Of uncorrupted youth! undo the work 

Of Warwick's friendly hand, and give him bacic 

A sov'reign, so unlike the noble Edward. 

Saf. My lord, we thank you for the kind GUg- 
gCBlion, 
Howe'er ill founded ; and when next we meet. 
To give our voice in aught thai may concern 
The public weal, no doubt tball ask your leave, 
Ere we proceed. 



L-h. 
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Ftmb. My lord of SufTolk, speak 
But for yourself ; Warwick has too much cause 
To be offended : -in my poor opinion, 
Whate'er you courtiers think, the best support 
Of England's throne, are equity and truth ; 
Nor will I hold that man my sovereign's friend. 
Who shall exhort him to forsake his word, 
And play the hypocrite. What tie shall bind 
The subject to obedience, when his king. 
Bankrupt in honour, gives the royal sanction 
To perfidy and falsehood ? 

Buck. It becomes 
But ill the Earl of Pembroke — — 

King E, Grood my lords, 
Let us have no dissensions here ; we met 
For other purposes ; some few days hence 
We shall expect your. counsel in affairs 
Of moment ; for the present, urge no further 
This matter. — Fare ye well. 

[The Council breaks upy and disperses. 

King E. [Coming up to Warwick.] Lord War- 
wick, keep 
In narrower bounds, that proud impetuous temper;— 
It may be fatal — there are private reasons ; 
When time befits, we shall impart them to you ; 
Meanwhile, if you have friendship, love, or duty. 
No more of Bona — I'm determined. [EsiL 

Warw. So— 
Tis well — 'tis very well — I have deserv'd it ; 
I've borne this callow eagle on my wing. 
And now he spurns me from him ; 'tis a change 
I little look'd for, and sits heavy 9n me. 
Alas I how doubly painful is the wound. 
When 'tis inflicted by the hand we love ! 

Cruel, ungrateful Edward ! 

Ha ! who's here ? 

The captive queen ! if the has aught to ask 
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Of mp, she comes in luckless hour, fur I 

Am pow'rk'ss now. X 

Enter Maroaret of Anjol'. J 

Ifarw. Will Miirgaret of Anjou, iB 

Thus dL-ign to visit her acknowledg'd foe f .'^ 

Marg. Alas, my lord ! inur'd lu wrutchedncsi * 
As I am, and familiar with misfortune, 4 

I harbour no resentment ; have lung since *' 

Forgot that Warwick ever was ray foe. 
And only wish to prove myself his frit^nd. 

fVariB. Tal k not of friendship, 'tis an empty Qami, 
And lives but in idea; once, indeed, 
1 thought I had a friend. — 

Marg. Whose name was— Edward ; 
Kead 1 aright, my lurd, and am I not 
A shrewd diviiter? Yes, that downcast eye 
And gluomy aspi^ct say I am : yuu look 
As if the idul made by your own hands. 
Had fall'n upon, and crush'd you — is't not so I 
Come, come, I know it is, 

IVara. Amazement! naught escapes thy piercing 

And peneiraiing judgment : 'tis too true; 
1 am a poor, disgrac'd, dishunuur'd slave. 
Not worth thy seeking ; leave me ; for the tide „ 

Of court preferment flows another way. ', 

Marg. The feait, perhaps, you have provided, Buitti 

With Edward's nicer palate ; he disdiiins. 
How sweet soe'er, to taste a foreign banquet, 
And relishes no dainties but his own : — ■ 
~Am 1 again mistaken? 

Wara. Sure, thuu deal"st 
With some all-knowing spirit, who imparts t 

Each secret purpose to thee, else, how knew'stthou S 
That Edward had refus'd to wed the princess ( .■fl 
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Marg. O, it requires no supernatural aid 
To trace his actions, nor has Marg'ret trod 
The paths of life with unobserving eye ; 
I could have told you this long since ; for know, . 
The choice is made, 

And, but for your return, as unexpected, 
As undesir'd, had been, ere this, complete ; 
And, as in duty bound, you then had paid 
Your due obedience to our — English queen. 

Warw. Determined, sa/st thou ? Gracious Heaven i 
'tis well 
I am retum'd. 

Marg. Indeed, my lord, you came 
A little out of season ; 'twas unkind 
To interrupt your master^s happiness, 
To blast BO fair a passion in its bloom. 
And check the rising harvest of his love. 

Warw. Margaret, I thank thee — ^yes, it must be so; 
His blushes, his confusion, all contirih it, 
And yet 1 am amaz'd, astonished. 

Marg. Wherefore? 
Is it so strange, a mind, unfraught with wisdom, 
And lifted higii with proud prosperity, 
Should follow pleasure, through the crooked pathf 
Of falsehood, should forsake a useless friend, 
For the warm joys of animating beauty ? 
Waro), No ; but was it like a friend — 
Was it like Edward, to conceal his love ? 
Some base, insinuating, artful woman, 
With borrow'd charms, perhaps 
Marg. Hold, hold, my lord, 
Be not too rash ; who fights in darkness, oft 
May wound a bosom friend ; perhaps, you wrong 
The best, and most accomplished of her sex. 
Warw. Know you the lady ? 
Marg. But as fame reports. 
Of peerless beauty, and transcendent charms, 
But^ for her virtue— I must ask of— jou. 

9 
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JTora. or me f What virtues i Whose i 

Marg, Elizabelh'a. . 

JVarta. Amazemeni ? no, it must not, cannot be 1 I 
Elizabeth ! be could not, dare not do it ! ] 

Confusion ! I shall soon discover all ! [Andtu ■• 

But what have 1 to do with Edward's choice. 
Whoe'er she be, if he refuses mine ? 

Marg, Dissimulation sits but ill, my lord. 
On minds like yours. I am a poor weak woman, 
And so, it seems, you think me; but suppose 
That same all-knowing spirit which you raiii'd, 
Who condescends so kindly to inslruct me, 
Should whisper — Warwick knows the pow'r of love, 
As well as Edward, that Elizabeth 
Was his Urstwish, ihe idol of his soul ; 
What say youf — Might I venture lo believe it? 

Wane. Marg'rct, you might; for, 'tis in vain t« 
hide 
A thought from thee ; it might have told you too, 
If it be so, there is not such a wretch 
On earih as Warwick: give me but the proof 

Marg. Lord Suffolk wat last night despaich'd to 
Grafton, 
To offer her a share in Edward's throne. 

Warw. Which she refua'd, did she not, Marg'rct i 

She did. 

Marg. I know not that, my lord, hut crowns 
Are dazzling meteors in a woman's eye : 
Such strong temptations, few of us, I fear, 
Have virtue to resist. 

Wcrro. Elizabeth 
Hasev'ry virtue. I'll not doubt her faith, 

Marg. Edward is young, and handsome. 

Waru.. Curses on him! 
Think'st ihou, he knew my fond attachment there t 

Marg. O, passing well, my lord ; and when 'iwU 
urg'd 
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How deeply ,'twould affect you, swore by Heav'n, > 
Imperious Warwick ne'er should be the master 
Of charms like hers ! 'twas happiness, be said. 
Beyond his subject's merit to deserve, 
Beyond his hope to wish for, or aspire to. 

fVarw. But for that Warwick, Edward's self had- 
been 
A subject still — and may be so hereafter. — 
Thou smil'st at my misfortunes. 

Marg. I must smile , ^ 

When 1 behold a subtle.statesman thus 
Duped and deluded by a shallow boy. 
Sent on a fruitless errand to expose 
His country, and himself. — It was, indeed, 
A master-stroke of policy, beyond. 
One should have thought, the reach of years to 

green 
As Edward's, to despatch the weeping lover. 
And seize the glorious opportunity 
Of tampering with his mistress here at home. 

Warw. Did Nevil, Rutland, Clifford, bleed for this? 

Marg, For this doth Henry languish in a dungeon^ 
And wretched Marg'ret lead f^ life of woe : — 
For this^ou gave the crown to pious Edward,-— 
And thus he thanks you for his kingdom. 

Warm. Crowns 
Are baubles, fit for children like himself, 
To play with — I have scatter'd many of them r^— 
But thus to cross me in my dearest hope. 
The sweet reward of all my toils,, for him. 
And for his country ! — If I suffer it — 
If I forgive him, may I live the scorn 
Of men, a branded coward ! and old age. 
Without or love, or rev'rence, be my portion ! 
Henceforth, good Marg'ret, know me for thy friend — 
W^e will have noble vengeance ! are there not 
Still left amoug the lasy sons of peace, 

p 3 
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Some busy spirits, wbo wisli well to ihee, 
And 10 thy cause f 

Marg, There are — resentment sleeps. 
But is not dead : Beiieatli the holbw cover 
or loyalty, the slumb'ring ashes lie 
Unheeded; Warwick's animating brealh 
Will rjuickly light them into tlamn again. 

H^ane. Then, Edward, from this moment I abjuro 
thee! 
O, I will ^ke thee ample recompense, 
For all the wrongs that 1 have done the house 
Of Lancaster! — go, summon all thy friends — 
Be quick, good Margaret ; haste, ere I repent, 
And yield my soul to perjur'd York again. 
The king, I think, gives you free liberty 
To range abroad ? 

Marg, lie does; and [ will use il. 
As I would ever use ihc gift of foes,-- 
To his destruction. 

U^ano. That arch pander, Suffolk, 
"Hiat minister of vice — but time is precious — 
To-morrow, Marg'rh-t, wc will meet in private, 
And have some further conference ; meantime. 
Devise, consult, uso ev'ry means agninst 
Our common fne; remember, from ibis boor, 
Warwick's thy friend — be secret, and be happy. 

[Exit. 

Marg. What easy fools these cunning statesmen 

With all their policy, when once they fall 

Into a woman's power I This gallant leader, 

This blust'ring Warwick — how the hero 

Lcssen'd to my sight ! — Elizabeth, 

I thank thee for (hy wonder-working charms ', 

The lime, perhaps, may come, when I shall stand 

Indebted to iheni, for the throne of England. 

Transporling ihou^ht! ^hh 
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The golden wreath once more shall bind my brovv% 
Proud York, beware ! for Lancaster's great name 
Shall rise superior in the lists f>f fame : 
Fortune, that long hath frown'd, shall smile at last, 
>nd make amends for all my sorrows past. [Exii. 



ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 



Tke Palace. 



Enter Margaret, Ladt Clifford, and 
Attendants. 

Marg. Despatch these letters straight, to Scotland : 
this 
To the French Envoy — these to the Earl of Pem- 
broke. [To a Gentleman. 
Thus far, my friend, hath fortune favour'd us 

[Turning to Lady Clifford. 
Beyond our hopes : the soul of haughty Warwick 
Is all on fire, and puling Edward loves 
With most romantic ardour. O my Clifford, 
You would have smil'd to see how artfully 
I play'd upon him — flatter'd, sooth'd, provok'd, 
And wrought him to my purpose. — We are linked 
In firmest bonds of amity and love. 
Lady C. Hath Warwick, then, so sooa fotfpt bJa 
Edwardf 

p a 




'hich himself has raJs'd i— 



Marg. What is there disappointed love 
And unrcstraiii'd ambition, will not do? 
I lell thee, we are sworn and cordial friends. 
LadyC. Thou know'st, hehatcs the bouse of Lancaster. 
Marg. No matter ; he ha^ marvellnus good skill 
In making kings, and I have business for him. 

Ziorfy C. And canst thou, then, forget the cruel wrongs, 
The deep felt injuiies of oppressive Warwick, 
To join the hand that forn'd thy husband's chains. 
And robb'd thee of a crown? 

Marg. But what, my Clifford, 
If the aamc hand that ravish'd, should restore it ! 
'lis a court friendship, and may last as long 
As interest shall direct; I've not forgot. 
No, nor forgiven ; 1 hale, abhor, deicst him — 
He tthall perish. 

I keep him for ihc last, dear, precious morsel, i 

To crown the glorious banquet of revenge. 

LadyC. 'Tis what he merits from us, yet th' attempt 
Were dangerous, he is still the people's idol. 

Marg. And so, perhaps, shall Marg'ret be ; — ap- 
plause 
Waits on success. The fickle multitude, 
Like ihe light straw that floats along the stream, 
Glide with the current still, and follow fonu 



Lodi^C. What furthci 
Beside Earl Warwick's! 

Marg. O, his name alone, 
Will be an army to us. 

Lady C. If we have it. 
Resentment is a short-liv'd passion : wl 
If Warwick should relent, and turn ag! 
To Edward? 
^arg. Then I iave a bosom friend 



to depend oil, 
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That shall be ready to reward him for it — 
But I have better hopes : Without his aid. 
We are not friendless. Scotland's hardy sons, 
-Who smile at danger, and defy the storm. 
Will leave the barren mountains to defend 
That liberty they love ; and to the aid 
Of gallant Pembroke, and the powers which France 
Will send to vindicate hcV injur'd honour ; 
Ere Edward can collect his force, and take 
'The field, we shall be thirty thousand strong. 

Ladif C, But what becomes of thy young prince f 

Marg. Ay, there 
I am indeed unhappy ; O my child, 
How shall I set him free ? Hear, Nature ! hear 
A mother's prayer ! O guide me with thy counsel. 
And teach me how to save my darling boy !-^ 
Ay, now I have it — monitress divine, 
I thank thee! — yes, I wait but for the means 
.Of his escape, then fly this hated palace, 
Mor will return till I can call it mine. [Bxeunt. 

Enter King Edwarp and Suffolk, 

King £. I fear we have gone too far : th' indignant 
Warwick 
III brook'd our steady purpose — mark'd you, Sufiblk, 
With what an eye of scorn he turn'd him from us. 
And lower'd defiance? that prophetic woman 1 
Half of her curse already is fulfilled, 
And I have lost my friend. 

. Syf, Some friends, perhaps. 
Are better lost. You'll pardon me, my liege, 
But, were it fitting, I could tell a tale 
Would soon convince you, Warwick is as weak 

King E. As Edward, thou wouldst say. 

Swf. But 'twill distress 
Thy noble heart too much — I dare not, sir, 
Yet one day you must know it. 

King E. Then by thee 



Let it be (old me, Suffolk— thy kind hand 

Will best administer (he bitter draugbt : 

Go on, my Saffalk, speak, I charge ihee, speak. 

Su^'. Tbat cival, whom you wish'd me to discover — 

K"ig E. Ay, what of bim 1 — quick 1 tell me, hast 
thou lound 
The happy traitor? give me but to know, 
That I may wreak my speedy vengeance on him. 

Saf. Suppuse that rival were the man, whom most 
Y'lU lov'd — the man, perhaps, whom most you fear'd : 
Suppose 'twere Warwick ? 

King E. Ha! it cannot be ! 
I would not think it lor a ibousatid norlds — ' 
Warwick in love wiihher!— Impossible! 
Where didst thou learn this fal^ii^hood } 

Suf. From the lips 
Of truth — from one, whose honour, and whose word 
You will not question — from Klizabeth. 

King E. From her! nay, then, I fear, ilmustbew. 

Si^. When last 1 $»w her, (for again 1 went 
By your command), though hopeless of success, 
With all the liitle eloquence that I 
Was majter of, ur^'d your ardent passion ; — 
Told her how much, how tenderly you lov'd her, 
And press'd wiih eagerness to know ifae cause 
Of her unkind ret'mal, till at length 
RelucLantly, wiih blushes, she coiifess'd. 
There was a cause: slie Ihank'd you for your good- 

Twas mori-, she said, much more than she deserv'd, 

She ever should revere her king, and if 

She had a heart to give, it should be Edward's, 

King E. So kind, and yet so cruel ! — well, go on. 

5u/l Then told me all the story of her love, 
That Warwick long had woo'd her— that her hand 
Was promjs'rf, soon as he return'd from France : j 

Though once her father crm'ily oppos'd it, 1 

Tjief were, by his consent, to bs united. I 
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King E. O never, Suffolk, may I live to see 
That dreadful hour! designing hypocrite ! 
Are these his arts f is this the friend I iov*d ? 
By Heaven, she shall be mine ! 1 will shake off 
This cumb'rous garb of majesty that clings 
So close around me, meet him man to man, 
And try who best deserves her ! 
Good Suftblk, for a while 
I would be private — therefore, wait without; 
Let me have no intruders ; above all. 
Keep Warwick from my sight. 

Enter Warwick. 

JFarw. Behold him here; 
^u welcome guest, it seems, unless I ask 
My Lord of Suffolk's leave — there was a time 
When Warwick wanted not his aid to gain 
Admission here. 

King E. There was a time, perhaps. 
When Warwick more desir'd, and more — deserv'd it. 

Warw. Never; I've been a foolish faithful slave-; 
All my best years, the morning of my life. 
Hath been devoted to your service : ^hat 
Arc now the fruits ? disgrace and infamy. 
My spotless name, which never yet the breath 
Ot calumny had tainted, made the mock 
For foreign fools to carp at : but 'tis fit 
Who trust in princes, should be thus rewarded. 

King £.1 thought, my lord, I had full well re* 
pay'd 
Your services, with honours, wealth, and power 
Unlimited: thy all directing hand 
' Guided in secret ev'ry latent wheel 
Of government, and mov'd the whole machine; 
Warwick was all in all, and pow'rless Edward 
Stood like.a cypher in a great account. 

JVarw. Who gave that cypher worth, and seated 
thee 
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On England's throne f Thy undistinguisli'J name 
Had inoulder'd in ubiivion, hHd not Warwick 
Dug from lis surdid mine tbe useless ore, 
And stamp'd it wiih a diadem. Thou know'st 
This wretched country, doom'd, perhaps, like Rome, 
To fall by irs own self-deslroyiDg hand- 
Tost for so many years in the rough sea 
Of civil discord, but for mc had pi-rish'd. 
In that distressful hour I seiz'd the helm, 
Bade thu ruugh waves subside in peace, and steer'd 
Your shailer'd vessel safe into the harbour. 
You may despise, perhaps, that useless aid 
Which you no longer want ; but know, proud youth, 
He who forgets a friend, deserves a foe. 

King E. Know, loo, reproach, for beneiits re- 
pays every debt, and cancels obligation. 

IVann. Why, thai, indeed, is frugal honesty, 
A thrifty, saving knowledge; when the debt 
Grows burdensome, and cannot be discharg'd, 
A spunge will wipe out all, and cost you nothing. 

King E. When you have counted o'er the nuni'roui 

Of mighty gifts your bounty lavish'd on rae, 
You may remember next the inj'ries 
Which I have done you : let me know ihem all, 
And I will make you ample satisfaction. 

IVarw. Thou canst not ; thou hast robb'd mc of K 

It is not in thy power to restore : 
I was the first, shall future annals say, 
That broke ihe sacred bond of public trust 
And mutual confidence; ambassadoi-s, 
In after times, mere instruments, peihaps. 
Of venal statesmen, shall rccul my name 
To witness, that they want not an example. 
And plead my guilt, to sanctify their own. 
■Amidst ihe herd oS mercefiary slaves ^ a 
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That haunt your court/ could none be found but 

Warwick, 
To be the shameless herald of a lie? 

King E. And wouldst thou turn the vile reproach 
on me? 
If I have broke my faith, and stained the name 
Of England, thank thy own pemicioua counseit 
That urg^d me to it, and extorted from me 
A cold consentto what my heart abhorred. 

Warw. Tve been abus'd, insulted, and betray'd ; 
My injured honour cries aloud for vengeance ; 
Her wounds will never close ! 

King E, Oh, fear it not ! 
If I have been right 

Informed, my lord, besides these dang'rous scan 
Of bleeding honour, you have other wounds 
As deep, though not so fatal : such, perhaps, 
As none but fair Elizabeth can cure# 

Waru). Elizabeth! 

King E. Nay, start not I I have cause 
To wonder most : I little thought, indeed. 
When Warwick told me, I mi^t learn to lov^, 
He was, himself, so able to instruct me ; 
But I've discover d all. 

Warw. And so have I ; 
Too well I know thy breach of friendship there. 
Thy fruitless, base endeavours to supplant me. 

King E, 1 scorn it, sir. — Elizabeth hath charms^ 
And I have equal right with you t'admire them: 
Nor see I aught so godlike in the form. 
So all-commanding in the name of Warwick^ 
That he alone should revel in the charms 
Of beauty, and monopolize perfection. 
I knew not of your love. 

Warw. By Heav'n, 'tis false! 
You knew it all, and meanly took occasion. 
Whilst 1 was busy'd in the noble office. 
Your grace thought fit to honour m« vriOi^X^ 
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Ti> lainpiT with a weak, unguarclcd woman, 
To brjlic her jjassion high, amJ bastly tteal 
A treasure, which yourliiiigdniii coulil not purchase,* 

King E, How know you that f hut he it as it may. 
I had a right, nor will I tamely yielrl 
My claijn lu hnppiiicss, the privilege 
To chuse the partner of my ihroiiB and bed : 
it is a branch of my prerogative. 

IFarw. PiiTogaiive ! — what's that f the boast of, 
lyranls : 
A bnrrow'd jewel, glitl'ring in the crown 
With spi'cious tustri', lejit but [ii betray: 
You had it, sir, and hold it, from the peoplp. 

King E. And tbcrcl'ure do I priife it; I would 

Their libtrtics, am! they shail strciigihcn mine: 
Bui whi'D pruud laciiQii, and her rebel crew, 
Insult ibeir sov'rciga, trample on his laws. 
And bid defiance to his power — ihc people, 
Injustice to themselves, wili'lhen defead 
His cause, and vindicate the rights ihey gave. 

Wane. Go to your darling people, then; for soon, 
If I mistake not, 'twill be needful ; try 
Their boasted zeal, and see if one of them 
Will dare to lift his arm up iu your cause, 
Jf I forbid them. 

King E. Is il so, my lord! 
Then mark ray words : I've been your slave too long. 
And ynu have rul'd me with a rod of iron ; 
But henceforth know, proud peer, I am thy master, 
And wil! be so: the kini; who delegates 
His power to others* handa, but ill deserves 
The Crown he nears- i 

Warn. Look ^vcIl, then, to your own ; j 

It sits but loosely on your head, for know. 
The man who injur'd WarwiCK never pass'd 
Unpunish'd yet, 
^iag- E. Sor he who threatcn'J Edward 
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» 

You may repent it, sir. — My guards, there ! — seize 
This traitor, and convey him to the Tower; 
There let him learn obedience. 

Enter Guards^ who seize Warwick, and endeavour 

to disarm him, 

WarW' Slaves, stand off! 
If I must yield my sword, 111 give it him, 
Whom it so long has serv'd ; there's not a part 
In this old faithful steel, thai is not stain'd 
With English blood in grateful Edward's cause. 
Give me my chains ! they are the bands of friendship, 
Of a king's friendship ; for his sake, a while 
I'll wear them. 

King E. Hence I away with him ! 

IVarw. Tiswell: 
Exert your power, it may not last you long; 
For know, though Edward may forget his friend. 
That England will not, — Now, sir, I attend you. 

[Exit, 

Ptmb. Presumptuous rebel ! — ah ! who's here ? 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, My liege. 
Queen Marg'ret, with the prince, her son, are fled ; 
In a few hours she hopes, for so we learn 
From those who have pursu'd her, to be join'd 
By th' Earl of Warwick ; in his n&me, it seems. 
She has already rais'd three thousand men. 

King E, Warwick in league with her ! O, Heav'n ! 
'tis well 
We've crush'd the serpent, ere his poison spread 
Throughout our kingdom — guard the palace gates. 
Keep double watch; summon my troops togelher— 
Whore is my brother Clarence, Buckingham, 
And Pembroke ? we must check this foul rebellion. 

[Exit Messenger. 

E 
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Enter the Earl of Suffolk. 



Suf, My liege, the Duke of Clarence- 
King E. What of him? 



Suf. Hath left the court ; this moment I beheld 
him 
In conference deep with Pembroke, who, it seems, 
Is MargVet's firmest friend ; 'tis whisper'd, both 
Will join the queen. 

King E, Well ! 'tis no matter : I 
Have deeper cause for grief; he cannot feel 
A brother's falsehood, who has lost a friend, 
A friend like Warwick. — Suffolk, thou behold'st me 
Betray'd, deserted by the man I lov'd ; 
Treated with indifference by her. 
Whom I ador'd, forsaken by my brother. 
And threatened by the subjects 1 protect ; 
Oppress'd on every side ; but, thou shalt see, 
I have a soul superior to misfortunes. 
Though rebel Clarence wrings my tortur'd heart. 
And faithless Warwick braves me, we will yet 

Maintain our right Come on, my friend, thou 

know'st, 
Without his boasted aid, I could have gain'd 
The crown — without him now I will preserve it. 

[Exevnt, 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I* 



The Tower. 



Enter the Earl of Warwick. 

Warm, Mistaken mortals plan delusive schemes 
Of bliss, and call futurity their own, 
Yet are not masters of a moment — ^This 
Was the appointed time, the very day 
Which should have join'd me to Elizabeth 
In nuptial bonds: — O, cruel memory, 
Do not torment me — if there be a crime 
Of deeper dye than all the guilty train 
Of human vices, 'lis — ingratitude. 
O, for that stoic apathy, which lulls 
The drowsy soul to sweet forgetfulness ! 
But 'twill not be: — Elizabeth, where art thou? 
Perhaps with Edward — O, that thought distracts me ! 
It is, 1 fear, as Marg'ret said ; she's false. 
But when I look around me, can I hope 
To find one virtue left in human kind ? 
My Pembroke, too ! am I so soon forgotten ? 
O no ; he comes 

Enter Pembroke. 

Femb^ My friend ! 
Warw, My Pembroke, welcome ! 
Thee I have found most just and k\ud •, 

£ 2 
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Bui, in l!ie darkness ofailveniiy, 

The jewel fiifiniship sliiiica with double lualre. 

Pevib. 1 am not uf the insect train, that bask 
In fortune's sunsliine, and, when cv'ning damps 
Ari&e, are seen no more : no, Warwick, what 
I speak, J mean ; you have been haTdly treated. 

Warw. O, Pembroke! didst thou know but half 

That I have luffcVd, thou wouldst pity me. 

Pernb. I would do more, much moie, my War- 
wick : he, 
Who only pities, but insult* the wretched : 
] come with nobler views ; I come to tell thee, 
That I have felt thy inj'ries as my own, 
And will revenge ihem too, 

fVariD. How kind ihou art, 
To feel for Warwick ! 

Pertih. Ev'iy honest breast 
Must feel the inj'ries that a good man sufiers: 
Thine is the common cause of all : adieu 
To English freedom, when our liberty 
Shall be dependent on a sov'reign's nod, 
When years of honest service sliall be paid 
With infamy and chains ! 

Wam. \\e not deserv'd them. 

Pemb. Nor shah thou wear them long; for thoa 
hast great 
And powerful friends — the noble Duke of Clarence — 

/IVm. Ha! 
Then I am not forsaken : Clarence ! — 

Pemb. Yes: 
The gallant youth, with honest eeal, declar'd 
He lov'd his brother much, but justice more. 

Warw. Then, Edward, 1 defy thee! gen'rous Cla- 

Thou knon'st, ibc man who thus could treat a friend 
Would soon forget a brother — but say, Pembroke, 
l/oH- Stands the Duke of Buckingham f 
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Femb* Fast bound 
To Edward ; he^-and that smooth courtier, Suffolk, 
Are the two rotten pillars that support 
• His tott'ring throne : but Marg'ret 

JVarw, Ay ; how fares 
My new ally? has she escap'd the tyrant? 

Femb. She has: and, by some wondrous meanS| 
contriv'd 
To free her captive son. 

fVarw, Though I abhor, 
I must admire that enterprising woman : 
Her active mind is ever on the wing, 
In search of fresh expedients, to recover 
The crown she lost. 

Pemb, Already she has rais'd 
A powerful army ; all the secret foes 
Of York's ambitious line rush forth in crowds. 
And join her standard ; ere to-morrow's sun 
Shall dawn upon us, she will set thee free. 

JFarw. O, Pembroke ! nothing wounds the gen'rous 
mind 
So deep as obligations to a foe. 
Is there no way to liberty, my friend. 
But through the bloody paths of civil war? 

Pemb, I fear there is not. 

Warm. Then it must be so : 
I could have wish'd — but freedom and revenge 
On any other terms are welcome. 

Pemb, Here then join we 
Our hands 

JVarw, Our hearts. 

Pemb, Now, Warwick, be thou firm 
In thy resolves ; let no unmanly fears 
No foolish fond remembrance of past friendship, 
Unnerve thy arm, or shake thy steady purpose. 

Warw. No, by my wrongs, it shall not : once, thou 
know'st, 
I lov'd him but too well, and thisvVVe ^iv&oii 

£3 
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Is my reward. — O, give me but the use 
Of ibis once powerful arm, and tbou shalt see 
How it sball punish falsehood, — Are thy forces 
Prepar'd ? 

Pemb. They are, and wait but for my orders : 
Clarence will join us soon ; our first great end 
Is to secure thy liberty ; that done, 
We haste to seize the palace, and redeem 
The fair Elizabeth. 

Warv). Redeem her ! ha ! 
Is she a captive too ? 

Femb, A willing slave; 
A gay state prisoner, left to roam at large 
O'er the young monarch's palace. 

Warw, Ay, my Pembroke i 
That's more inviting than a prison. O, 
She's false, she's false ! Who sent her there ? 

Pemb, She came. 
It seems, to thank him for his royal bounties 
To her good father, the new Earl of Rivers, 
Who will, no doubt, persuade her to accept 

Warv), Of Edward's hand — Distraction! fly, my 
friend. 
Haste thee to Marg'ret ; tell her, if she hopes 
For Warwick's aid, she must release him now, 
Ere Edward's ill-tim'd mercy shall prevent her. 

Femb, I go, my friend ; adieu ! when next we meet, 
I hope to bring thee liberty- [Exit. 

IVarw, Farewell ! 
She's lost ! she's gone ! that base seducer, Edward, 
Hath wrought on her weak mind ; it must be so. 

Enter a Messei^ger. 

Mess. My lord. 
The Lady Elizabeth. 

Warw, Amazement ! sure 
It cannot be ! admit her^ sir. Why, what 

[£«9^ Messbngzs. 
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Could brin^ her here ? Edward has sent her hither. 
To see if I will crouch to him for pardon. 
Be still, my jealous heart 

Enter Lady Elizabeth Grey. 

Lddif E. G. My Warwick ! 
Warw. Tis a grace I look'd not for, 
That a fair fav'rite, who so late had tasted 
The pleasures of a court, should condescend 
To visit thus a poor abandoned captive. 
Lady E. G. I come to take my portion of misfor* 
tune. 
To pour the balm of comfort in, and heal, 
If possible, the wounds which I had made. 
Too well I know I was the fatal cause 
Of all thy sorrows — but the noble Edward, 

For so, indeed, he is 

IVarw. And art thou come. 
To plead the cause of him who sent me hither? 

Lady E, G. I come to be the messenger of peace, 
To calm thy troubled soul, and give thee rest; 
To teach my Warwick to forget his wrongs. 

Wano, Forget my wrongs! was that thy errand 
here. 
To teach me low submission to a tyrant ; 
To ask forgiveness, kneel, and deprecate 
The wrath of blust'ring Edward? If thou com'st 
On terms like these to bring me freedom, know 
It will not be accepted : now I see 
Through all your arts ; by Heav'n, I'd rather lose 
A thousand lives, than owe one to his bounty* 

Lady E. G, Either my Warwick is much chang'd, 
and so 
I fear he is, or he would never talk 
Thus coldly to me, never would despise 
A life 80 precious, if he knew how much 
Elisabeth *had suffered to preserve it. 
The gallant Edward, won by my entreatk^ — " 
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IVartt. Entreatirs ! didst thou (hen defend so low. 
As to entreat him for mc l 

Lailii E. G. Hailst thou seen, 
When 1 iinplor'd liim to forgive my Warwick, 
How kind he look'd, how his repenting heart 
Heav'd with the pangs of agonizing friendship, 
Thou wouldat have pity'd him. 

tVarw. Deceitful woman ! 
I see thy falsehood now ; 1 am helray'd. 
And ihou art leaau'd with Edward to destroy mc 
Go to your royal lover, and unite 
Those only fit companions for each other, 
A broken friendship, and a perjur'd love. 

Ijid^ E. G. Unkind suggestions! how have I do* 
scrv'ditf 
Have I for this refus'd a youthful monarcli. 
And apurn'd his offer'd sceptre at my feet? 
But since 1 am suspected, witness Heav'n, 
And witness, Warwick, to my vows ! henceforth. 
Dear as ilion art, I cast thee from my love ; 
Elizabeth will never wed — a traitor ! 

tVorw. Am I awake, and did Elizahcth 
Say she would never wed her faitiiful Warwick ! 
I wish'd for freedom, hot lo purchase thine : 
For life, but to enjoy it wilh my love. 
And she disclatiM me. ' 

Ladi, E. G. Httv'n forbid t O, Warwick. 
Let not the tide pf passion thus o'erwhelm > 

Thy reason. 

JfoJ-n'. Canst thou pardon mci thou know*et 
Th' unguarded warmth, the weakness of my nature. 
1 would not wrong Ihee, hut I've been so oft, 
So cruelly deceiv'd. 

Lady E.G. \ know thou hast ; 
But never by Elizabeth. 

IfoTO. O, no ! 
It is impossible that pcrlidy 
Should wear b form like thine. [Looking at /la-^ 
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I wonder not 

That Edward lov'd : no, when I look on thee. 

All beauteous, all enchanting as thou art. 

By Heav'n ! I think I could almost forgive him. 

Lady E. G. Then wherefore not be reconciled ? 

Warm, To whom? 
The author of my wrongs ? It cannot be : 
Know, I have promised Marg'ret to destroy him. 

Lady E. G. Destroy thy friend ! ungenVous, cruel 
Warwick ! 
h't not enough that thou hast triumphed here? 
Already we have pierc'd his noble heart 
With the keen pangs of disappointed love : 
And wouldst thou wound his breast with added sor- 
rows? 
Wouldst thou involve a nation in his ruin ? 

Warw, Elizabeth, no more : alas ! too well 
Thou know'st, there is a pow'rful advocate 
III Warwick's breast, that pleads for perjured Ed- 
ward. 

Lady E, G, Cherish the soft emotion : O, my War- 
wick 1 

Warw, That angel form can never plead in vain: 
But then, my friends — where is my solemn vow 
To Marg'ret, and to Pembroke ? There's the tie. 

Lady E. G, Thy league with Marg'ret must be fa- 
tal : grant 
We should succeed, and Lancaster once more 
Assume the throne; how dear the victory, 
That's purchas'd with our fellow subjects* blood 
But if we fall 

Warw. Impossible ! 

Lady £. G. Oh, think 
Betimes^ what dreadful punishments await 
The vanquish'd rebel ! thou, perhaps, my love, 
Shalt then be doom'd to th' ignominious block, 
To fall inglorious ; and, when thou art gorv^) 
Who shun defend thy poor Elizabeth^ 
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Alarming thought! It staggers my Sni 



!l 



Enter an Ofi'icer. 

0^, Madam, the king Jeraands your presence; I 
Have orders to convry you to the palace. 

Wano. And wilt thou leave nief 

Lady E. G. This, my Warwick, this 
Is tbe decisJTe moment; now determine, 
Accept of mercy, ere it be too late ; 

Ere hasty Edward Shall I say thou wilt 

Ruturu tu thy obedience, and receive 
Thypardoa? Shall If Speak, my love, 

U'arw. Perhaps 
I may accept it, if 'lis brought by ihec, 

Ladi/ E. G, Then we shall meet in happiness 

Wario. Farewell! [£nV Lady Klizabeth. 

Now (n those wor^t companiom in affliction, 
My own sad thoughts, again ; they're gloomy all, 
And, like my habitation, full of hrirror. 
] like nut Edward's message ; if he bears 
My league with Marg'ret, he still has pow'r 

To make me feel his rage: I have deserv'd it 

\^A Trampling heard liithout, 
Methought I heard a noise — this way they come. 
Perhaps it is the messenger of death , 

Enter Pembroke. 
Ptinb. The messenger of vengeance — sec her sword ; 
Accept it, and be free. \Pfferi the Sword. 

Warm. First let me know 
To whom I am indebted for't, 

Pemb. To me. 
Soon as the rumour of thy foul fcgrace 
Had reach'd the public ear, ih' impatient aeopli 
Uncertain of thy fate, tumultuous throng's 
Around ihs palace, and demanded iWe ; 
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Give us our Warwick, give us back, they cr/d, 
Our hero, our dcliv'rer ! — I stepp'd fortu, 
And bade them, instant, if they wish'd to save 
The best of men from infamy and death, 
To follow me : transported, they obe/d : 
I led them hither; forced the prison gates, 
And brought thee this-^direct it as thou wilt. 

' ' [Gives the Sword, 

Warw, Welcome,: once more, thou dearest gift of 
Heav'n! . •' *: • 
(mmoi'tal liberty ! . my friend, I thank thee. 
O. -Pembroke ! 'would thou hadst been here ! my love^ 
my dear Elizabeth, is true. 

Pemb, You think so. . 

Warw, She has told me such sweet truths; 
Edward repents him sorely; he is grie/d 
At his ingratitude. 

Pemb. And well he may; 
I fear thou art betray'd : alas, my Warwick ! 
Thy open, gen'rous, unsuspecting virtue. 
Thinks ev'ry heart as honest as thy own. 
Thou know'st not Edward — nor Elizabeth. 
The kingdom is in arms, and evVy hour 
It is expected France will join the queen ; 
England will want her great protector's aid ; 
Edward and Rivers have conspired to cheat 
Tby credulous ear; and who so fit to spread 
The flimsy web as thy Elizabeth, 
Their fair ambassadress? I see thou^rt caught. 

Warw, By Heav'n, it may be so ! I am the sport 
Of fortune and of fraud. 

Vemh, Away, my friend ; 
It is not now a time to think of her : 
Marg'ret, supported by thy pow'rful name. 
And join'd by Clarence, waits us at the head 
Of fifteen thousand men, who, eager all 
To crush a tyrant, and pull down oppression, 
Attend thy wish'd for presence ; not a soW^^t 
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Will ac;t or move, till Warwick shall direct them. 
Edward and England's fate depend on thee. 
Warw,' Away, my friend ; Til follow thee, 

[Exit Pbubroks. 
Yet stop 

A moment-r let not passion hurry me 
To base dishonour — rif my country calls 
For Warwick's aid, shall I not hear her voice. 
And save her? Pembroke may have private views. 
And subtle Marg'ret too — Elizabeth ! 
1 must not lose thee — Oh ! direct me, Heav*n ! [ExU. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



8C£NB I. 



The Palace. 



Enter Lady Elizabeth Grey. 

Lady £. G. The royal pardon came too late, aad 
Pembroke 

Already has released him ; he is gone 

Elizabeth may never see hii^rmore. 
A thousand terrors hauQt^pJi^ a fond father, 
A guiltless sovereign, 9^)i4ftn||IAl^ lover. 
Fame, fortune, friends, ^^SmcMontry, all depend 
On one eventfxA momeat^-^wjirk t > ^e sound 
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Of distant groans ; perhaps the king — perhaps 
My Warwick bleeds. O ! agonizing thought ! 
Great-God of armies, whose all-guiding hand 
Directs the fate of nations, Oh ! look down 
On thy own image, let not cruel discord 
Divide their kindred souls ! In pity hear, 
Pour thy benignant spirit o'er their hearts. 
And once more knit them in the bonds of peace! 

Enter Suffolk. 

Siif, The pray'r of innocence is always heard. 

Ladj; E, G. Ha ! Suffolk ! whither hastes thou ? 
art thou come— — 

Stif, I come to heal thy sorrows, lovely fair one ; 
To tell thee, Edward, and thy much lev's Warwick, 
Once more are friends. 

Ladi/ E. G. Indeed ! O, welcome news ! 
My joy's too great for utt'rance; tell me, Suffolk, 
How was it ? speak, is Warwick safe ? O, Heav'n ! 

Sitf, A moment's patience, and I'll tell thee all. 
Marg'ret, thou know'st, had rais'd a powVful force, 
That doubled Edward's troops ; elate with pride, 
And almost sure of victory, she urg'd 
The tardy spearmen ; on they rush'd, as if 
Secure of conquest : the unhappy king 
Stood nobly firm, and seem'd to brave his fate ; 
When Warwick, like a guardian god, appear'd: 
His noble mien, and all commanding look. 
Struck deep attention ; every eye was bent 
Upon him, and an awful silence reign'd 
O'er either host : he rais'd his voice on high, 
And, Stop, he cry'd, your sacrilegious hands, 
Nor touch my friend: who pierces Edwards breast. 
Must pass through mine ; I rais'd him^to the throne. 
And will support him there ; to you I gave. 
From you, my fellow soldiers, I expect him : 
Howe'er the cruel wrongs have wounded me^ 
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He iievcL' iiijuv'd you, and I — forgive Lim. 
He spake, and instant ibvuuuh the gazing crowd 
A murmur ran ; down dropp'd iheir nerveless arms, 
Ab if enchanted by sume magic power. 
And, with one voice, they cry'd, Long live King Ed- 
ward ! 

LaJi/E.G. How pow'rful is the tongue of clo' 
quence, 
When in the cause of virtue!— Well, wliat follow'd ? 

Suf. Encourag'd by the sbnuliiig soldiers, Eiiward 
On like a. modest virgin wishing came. 
Yet fearful. Warwick, with a bridegroom's speed. 
To meet him flew ; into each other's arms 
They ran with speecbless juy ; the tender scene 
Affected ev'ry heart, and the rough soldier, 
Unus'd to melting sympathy, forgot 
His ruthless nature, and dissolv'd in tears. 

Lad^ E.G. Sweet reconcilement! then, Elizabeth, 
Thou didst not plead in vain. Bui, say, how brooit'd 
The haughty queen this unexpected change? 

Suf. Ahash'd, confounded, for a while she strove 
To stem the torrent, but in vain i then fled 
Precipitate. 

Lady E. G. But where. Oh, where's my Warwick ? 

Suf. With a few chosen aquailrons he pursues 
The disappointed Marg'ret. 

Ladij E.G. Oh, my fears! 
I kiiow not why, but at that hateful name 
I tremlile ever, my foreboding heart 
Presages something dreadful. 

Suf, Do not vex 
Thy tender mind with visionary dangers. 

Lady E. G. Oh ! would to Heaven that he were 
shelter'd here. 
And safe within these arms ! 

Suf. Be not alann'd ; 
He is the care of Heaven; all good men love, 
-^// bad oaes fear him. 
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Lady E. G. Such superior merit 
Must have a thousand foes, the constant mark 
Of envy's poison'd darts. 

Suf. There Suffolk feels 
The keen reproach ; with blushes I confess 
There was a time, when, urg'd by fond ambition, 
I look'd on Warwick with a jealous eye : 
But this last noble deed hath won my heart. 
And I am now a convert to his virtues ; 
But see, the king approaches. [Exit Suffolk. 

Enter Kino Edward. 

King E. Health, and peace. 
And happiness, to fair Elizabeth ! 
Thou art no stranger to the joyful news ; 
The lustre of those speaking eyes declares it. 

Lady E, G. Suffolk, e'en now, hath bless'd me with 
the tidings. 

King E, O ! 'tis amazement all : Elizabeth, 
When last we met, thou wert the suppliant; now, 
'Tis I must ask forgiveness — I, who injured 
The dearest, best of men ; O ! thou hast sav'd 
Edward from shame, and England from destruction. 

Lady £. G. Did I not say, my Warwick would be 
just? 

King E, Thou didst ; and on those beauteous lips, 
fair truth, 
And soft persuasion dwell : long time he stood 
Inflexible, and, deaf to friendship's vofce, 
Listen'd tp naught but all-subduing love. 
In after times, thy name shall be enrolFd 
Amongst the great deliv'rers of their country. 

Lady E, G. I have no title to the lavish praise 
Thy gen'rous heart bestows; I only said 
What duty prompted, and what love inspired ; 
Indulgent Heav'n has crown'd it with success. 

King E, Thou hast done all : I am indebted to 
thee 
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For more, much more, than I can e'er repay. 
Long time, with shame I own, hath Warwick soar'd 
Above me; but I will not be outdone 
For ever by this proud aspiring rival : 
Poor as I am, there yet is one way left 
To pay the debt of gratitude I owe him ; 
One great reward for such exalted virtues — 
Thyself, Elizabeth. 

Lady E. G. What means my lord, 
My royal master? 

King E, Yes ; when next we meet 
I will bestow it on him, will resign 
All my fond claim to happiness and thee : 
Though thy dear image ne'er can be effac'd 
From Edward's breast ; though still I dote upon thee ; 
Though I could hang for ever on thy beauties; 
Yet will I yield them to their rightful lord ; 
Warwick has earn'd, Warwick alone deserves them. 

Lady E» G. 'Would he were here, to thank thee for 
thy goodness 1 
Know, gen'rous prince, Elizabeth has long 
Admir'd thy virtues, and could love admit 
Of a divided heart, the noble Edward 
Would share it with his friend. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, My royal liege. 
The rebels are dispers'd ; queen Margaret's son 
Was slain in the pursuit — and she 

King E. I hope 
Secured 

Mess. Is taken prisoner, and will soon 
Be here. 

Kin^ E. But where's Lord Warwick ? 

Mess. Behold, the queen approaches. 

Enter Margaret, Prisoner,. 
Marg^ Onfie more I am your prisoner. 
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King E. 'Twill be prudent 
Henceforth to keep you so. 

Mars. You dare not ! 
Thou tnink'st, perhaps, that I shall sue to thee 
For mercy : no ; in Margaret of Anjou, 
Thou seest the wife, and daughter of a king. 
A spirit not to be subdu'd; though fall'n, 
Triumphant still ; and, though a prisoner, free. 
For know, I bear a mind above the reach 
Of fortune, or of Edward. I have lost 
All I could wish to live for, in ray child; 
And gain'd, what I most wish'd to gain — revenge ! 
Or life or death are now indifP'rent to me. 

King E. For thy unbounded goodness, Power su- 
preme. 
Accept our praise ! 

Marg. Insulting piety ! the common tridc 
Of hypocrites and slaves ! when ye shall know 
What Marg'ret knows, ye may not be so thankful. 
Methinks, 'tis pity Warwick is not here. 
To join in your devotion. 

Lady E. G.. Would to Heav'n 
He were ! 

Marg. That monster, that perfidious slave. 
Who broke his faith to Margaret, and to thee ; 
Thy coward soul, unable to defend 
The treasure thou hadst stolen, could meanly stoop 
To court the traitor, whom thou dar'st not punish. 
Not so the injur'd Marg'ret — she repell'd 
The wrong? she felt, and the deceiver met 
The fate he merited. 

King E. What fate ? — E'en now, 
Crown'd with immortal wreaths, the hero comes 
To bless his friends, and punish guilt like thine. 

Marg. Proud and deluded wretches ! I look down 
With pity on you : captive as 1 am, 
Tis mine to judge and punish; be it yours 
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To hear and tremble. 

King E. Ha ! 

Ladif E, G. What can this mean ? 

Marg, If I mistake not, Warwick is your friend ; 
Your lover too, I think. 

Lady E. G. My lord ! my husband ! 

Marg. Know then, that friend, that lover, perjur'd 
Warwick, 
Hath not an hour to live. 

King E, What murderous hand 

Marg. Mine, tyrant, mine: think not I mean to 
hide 
The noble deed ; it is my happiness. 
It is my glory : thou wilt call me base. 
Blood-thirsty, cruel, savage, and revengeful. 
But here I stand acquitted to myself, 
And every feeling heart that knows my wrongs. 
To late posterity, dethroned queens. 
And weeping mothers, shall applaud my justice. 

King E. Justice, on whom ? 

Marg, Can Edward ask me ? Who 
Imprisoned Henry — robb'd me of a crown, 
And plac'd it on a proud usurper's head ? 
Who gave his sacred-promise to a queen, 
And broke it? who, for which indignant Heav'n 
Chastis'd him, basely murder'd my sweet boy ? 
Bereft of honour, fortune, husband, child — 
Deprived of ev'ry comfort, what remained 
For me but vengeance — what for him, but death f 

King E, What hast thou done ! When ? Where f 
Speak, murderess — speak ! 

Marg* Pressed by surrounding multitudes, and 
made 
A slave, they dragged me to the conqueror's tent :— 
There, the first horrid object I beheld, 
Was the pale corse of ray poor bleeding child : 
There—as th' insulting Warwick stood, and »eem'd 
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To triumph o'er him — from my breast 1 drew 
A poniard forth, and plung'd it in his heart. 

[Lady E.G. yoia^jr. 
King E. She faints, good Suffolk ir— help there ! — 
help ! — support, 

[Exit Lady £. G. and Suffolk* 
Assist her. — Lead her in. 

If it be true, as much I fear it is, a thousand deaths 
Were punishment too little for thy guilt : 
Thou shalt be tortur'd. 

Marg. Tyrant, I defy thee ; 
Thy threats appal not me : prepare thy tortures ; 
Let them be sharp and cruel as thyself — 
All that ingenious malice can suggest, . 
Or power inflict — 'twill be my comfort still, 
They cannot be so great as those you feel. 

King E. Guards, take the monster hence I let her 
be chained 
In some deep dungeon ; 
There let her perish — hence, away with hen 

Marg, Despair and horror visit thee — farewell — 
He comes, my triumph is aomplete—'-Look there ! 

[ExH. 

Enter Warwick, leaning on Two Attendants. 

Warw. Where is he? Lead me, lead me to my 

king. 
King E. My Warwick ! my preserver ! — she shall 
bleed 
For this, in ev'ry vein. 

Warm* Think not of her ; 
She has no power to hurt thee ! and with guilt 
Like her's, 'tis punishment enough to live ; 
This is no time for vengeance ; death comes on 
With hasty strides ; 'tis but a little while, 
A few short moments, and we part for ever. 

My friend 

King E, I am not worthy of the name, 

p 
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For I disgracM, dishonour'd, murder'd thee : 
Edward's unkindness was the cause of all-— 
Canst thou forgive me ? 

Warw. O ! may Warwick's crimes 
Ne'er meet forgiveness from offended Heav'n^ 
If, from my soul, I do not pardon, love, 
And honour ihee ! 
My sweet Elizabeth, 

Where is she ! Edward, do not keep her from me-* 
We are no rivals now. 

King E, Shock'd at the news 
Of thy untimely fate, she sunk beneath it, 
And fainted in these arms : I seiz'd th' occasion 
And bade her weeping maidens bear her hence: 
This would have been a dreadful sight indeed. 

Lad^ E, G, [fVithout.] I can, I will support it. 

JVarw, Ha ! that voice 

Sure, 'tis Elizabeth's ! 

Enter Lady Elizabeth Grey. 

Ladj/ E,G, O ! give me way, 
For I must see him — O ! my Warwick ! 

Warw. O! 
This is too much — the bitterness of death 
Is to be severed thus from those we love. 
Elizabeth, be comforted ! 

Lady E, G. O, no, it is my doom 
Never to taste of joy or comfort more; 
No ; from this hateful world will I retire, 
And mourn ray Warwick's fate, imploring Heaven: 
That I may soon wear out my little store 
Of hopeless days, and join thee in the tomb« 

Warm. That must not be ; I've done my friend i. 
wrong, 
And only thou canst make atonement for it. 
JEhzaheXh, if e'er thou lov'dst, 
Observe me now. — Edward, for my take. 
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Cherisb this beauteous mourner, take her from me. 
As the last present of a dying friend. 

King £• If aught could make the precious gift 
more dear, 
It would be, Warwick, that it came from thee. 
O ! i will guard her with a parent s care 
From ev'ry ill, watch over and protect her; 
And when the memory of thee shall awake. 
As oft it will, her poignant griefe, repel 
The rising sigh, wipe off the flowing tear, 
And strive to charm her to forgetful ness. 

Warw. Then I shall die in peace. 

Lady E, G, Yet thou may'st live. 

Warw, Impossible: I feel 
The hand of death press cold upon my heart, 
And all will soon be o'er. 

King £. Alas ! my friend, the memory of thee 
Will poison every bliss. 

Warw. All-healing time, 
That closes every wound, shall pour its balm 
O'er thine. — Meanwhile, remember Warwick's fate. 
I gave my word to Margaret, and broke it ; 
Heav'n is not to be mock'd, it soon overtakes us, 
And in our crime we meet our punishment. 
O, Edward, if thou hop'st tl^at length of days, 
And fair prosperity, shall crown thy wishes. 
Beware of passion and resentment — make 
Thy people's good and happiness thy own, 
Discourage faction, banish flatterers. 
Keep thy faith inviolate, and reign in peace. 
I can no more — My love ! — Have mercy, Heaven ! 

[Dies. 

King E. Let ev'ry honour, to a soldier due. 
Attend the hero to his tomb — meanwhile, 
Deep in the living tablet of my heart, 
Will I engrave thy words — illustnous shade! 
Living, thou wert my counsellor and friend — 
And dead^ I wiJJ iiemember and obey tbee. v 
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* 

hady £. G. Warwick, farewell ! I shall not long 
survive thee. 

King E. I hope thou wilt— Elisabeth, remember 
His dying chai^, think on thy promise giv'n. 
Thou shalt remain with me, with me lament 
Our common benefactor ; we will sit 
And talk together of my Warwick's virtues, 
For I will try to emulate them all, 
And learn, by copying him, to merit thee. 
His great exanrple shall inspire my breast 
With patriot zeal — shall teach me to subdu« 
The pow'r of faction, vanquish party rage, 
And make me, what alone I wish to be, 
The happy king of an united people. 

[Exeunt onmts. 
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REMARKS. 



The prologue to this comedy, delivered by the re- 
presentative of a sergeant at law, addressing the 
audience, says — 

" Your judgment given — ^y our sentence must remain ; 
** No writ of error lies — to Drury Lane." 

The event contradicted this declaration ; for, on 
the first night of performance, this excellent comedy 
was hissed from the stage, and had to appeal again and 
again before the tribunal of the town, ere justice was 
administered in its cause, and it became a public fa- 
vourite. 

As if to atone for those glaring wrongs, which '' The 
Rivals," on its first appearance, suffered, certain 
critics of the present day have pronounced the work 
equal, if not superior, in merit, to " The Scho4>l for 
Scandal." This is repairing one injury by the com* 
mission of another — by defamation against the cha- 
racter of the best dramatic composition since Shak- 
speare wrote. 

'^ The Rivals" is an elegant, an interesting, 'a hu- 
morous, and most entertaining comedy ; but in nei- 
ther fable, character, nor incident, is it, like '' Tho 
School for Scandal," — inimitable. 

If Mrs. Malaprop, Acres, Sir Lucius, and some 
other personages, in this drama, were not upon the 
stage before " The Rivals" was acted, the'j YiiiN^ «^ 
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SCENE^Bath. 



THE RIVALS. 



ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE I. 

\ 

A Street at Bath, 

Coachman crosses the Stage, — Enter Fag, looking 

after Mm, 

Fag. What! Thomas! Sure/tishe!— What! Tho- 
mas! Thomas! 

Coaclm. Hey I odd's life ! — Mr. Fag ! give us your 
hand, my old fellow servant ! 

Fag, Excuse my glove, Thomas ; Tm devilish glad 
to see you, my lad ! why, my prince of charioteers, 
you look as hearty ! — but who the deuce thought of 
seeing you in Bath ? 

Coachm, Sure, Master, Madam Julia, Harry, Mrs^ 
Kate, and the postillion be all come. 

Fag, Indeed! 

Coachm, Ay : master thought anothi^r fit of the 
gout was coming to make him a visit, so he'd a mind 
to gi't the slip, — and whip ! wc we're all ot[ ^\. ^^ 
hour's warning. 
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Fagn Ay, ay ; hasty in every thing, or it would not 
be Sir Anthony Absolu te. 

Coachm. But tell us, Mr. Fag, how does young 
Master? Odd, Sir Anthony will stare, to see the cap^ 
tain here ! 
Fag. I do not serve Captain Absolute now. 
Coachm. Why, sure ! 

Fag. At present, I am employed by Ensign Be- 
verley. 

Coachm. I doubt, Mr. Fag, you han't changed for 
the better. 

Fag. I have not changed, Thomas. 
Coachm. No! why, didn't you say, you had left 
young roaster? 

Fag. No. Well, honest Thomas, I must puzzle 
you no farther ; — briefly then — Captain Absolute and 
Ensign Beverley are one and the same person. 

Coachm. But, pray, why does your master pass only 
for ensign ? — now, if he had shammed general, in- 
deed 

Fag* Ah, Thomas! there lays the mystery o'the 
matter I — Harkye, Thomas, my master is in love with 
a lady of a very singular taste — a lady, who likes him 
better as a half pay ensign, than if she knew he was 
son and heir to Sir Anthony Absolute, a baronet of 
three thousand a year. 

Coachm. That is an odd taste, indeed ! but has she 
got the stuff, Mr. Fag ? is she rich, eh ? 

Fag. Rich ! why, I believe she owns half the stocks ! 

— Z s, T^omas^ she could pay the national debt, 

as easily as I could my washerwoman ! — She has a lap- 
dog, that eats out of gold^-shc feeds her parrot with 
small pearls, and all her thread papers are made of 
bank notes! 

Coachm, Bravo, faith ! — Odd ! I warrant she has 
a set of thousands, at least; but does she draw kindly 
with the captain} 
■fag. AsioDd as pigeons. 
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Coachm, May one hear her name ? 
Fag* Miss Lydia Languish ; — But there is an old 
tough aunt in the way — though, by the bye, she has 
never seen my master — for he got acquainted with 
Miss, while on a visit in Gloucestershire. 

Coachm. Well, I wish they were once harnessed to- 
gether in matrimony. But, pray, Mr. Fag, what kind 
of a place is this Bath ? T ha' heard a great deal of 
it; — ^here's a mort o' merry making, eh? 

Jflg. Pretty well, Thomas, pretty well — 'tis a good 
lounge — but damn the place, rm tired of it ; their re- 
gular hours stupify me — not a fiddle or a card, after 
eleven ! however, Mr. Faulkland's gentleman and I 
keep it up a little, in private parties ; — I'll introduce 
you there, Thomas, you'll like him much. — But,Tho-^ 
mas, you must polish a little — indeed, you must : — 
Here, now, this wig ! what, the devil, do you do with 
a wig, Thomas ? none of the London whips, of any 
degree of ton, wear wigs now. 

Coachm. More's the pity, more's the pity, I say — 
Odds life ! when I heard how the lawyers and doctors 
had took to their own hair, I thought how 'twould go 
next. Odd rabbit it! when the fashion had got foot 
on the bar, I guessed 'twould mount to the box ! but 
'tis all out of character, believe me, Mr. Fag: and 
lookye, I'll never gi' up mine, the lawyers, and doc- 
tors, may do as they will. 

Fag. Well, Thomas, we'll not quarrel about that. 

Coachm, Why, bless you, the gentlemen of they pro- 
fessions ben't all of a mind, — for in our village now, 
thoff Jack Gauge, the exciseman, has ta'en to his car- 
rots, there's little Dick, the farrier, swears he'll never 
forsake his bob, though all the college should appear 
with their own heads ! 

Fag. Indeed ! well said, Dick ! but hold, mark — 
mark, Thomas. 

Coachm. Zooks, 'tis the captain! Is tU^l l\i^VdA^ 
wjthhijn? 
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JPoEg* No, no, that is Madam Lucy, my master^s 
mistress's maid ; they lodge at that house — but I must 
after him, to tell him the news. 

Coackm. Odd, he's giving her money ! — Well, Mr* 
Fag 

Tag, Good b'ye, Thomas ; I have an appointment 
in Gyde's porch, this evening, at eight ; meet me there, 
and well make a little party. 

[Exeunty stoeraUy^ 



SCENE II. 



A Dresssing Room, in Mrs. Malaprop's Lodgings* 

Lydia Languish sitting on a Sofoy mth a Book in 
her Hand. — Lucy, as just returned from a Message, 

Lucy. Indeed, ma'am, I traversed half the town in 
search of it : I don't believe there's a circulating li- 
brary in Bath, I han't been at. 

I^dia. And could not you get ^^ The Reward of 
Constancy ?" 

Lucy. No, indeed, ma'am. 

Lydia. Nor " The Fatal Connexion ?" 

Lucy. No, indeed, ma'am. 

Lydia. Nor « The Mistakes of the Heart ?" 

Lucy. Ma'am, as ill luck would have it, Mr. Bull 
said, Miss Sukey Saunter had just fetched it away. 

Lydia. Heigko ! Did you inquire for '^ The Deli- 
cate Distress ?" 

Lucy. Or, " The Memoirs of Lady Woodford ?" 

Yes, indeed, ma'am, I asked every virhere for it ; and I 

might have brought it from Mr.,Frederick% but Lady 

Slattern Lounger, who had just sent it home, had so 

soiled and dog's eared it, it wan't fit for a Christian to 
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Ljfdia. Heigho ! Yes, I always know when Lady 
Slattern has been before me ; She has a most observ- 
ing thumb, and, I believe, cherishes her nails, for the 
convenience of making marginal notes. Well, child, 
what have you brought me ! 

Lucy. Oh, here ma'am ! [Taking Books from under 
her Cloakyondfrom her Pockets.] This is « The Man 
of Feeling,* and this, " Peregrine Pickle** — Here are 
** The Tears of Sensibility,* and « Humphrey Clin- 
ker. 

Lydia. Hold! — here's some one coming — quick, 
see who it is — [Exit Lucy.] — Surely I heard my cou- 
sin, Julia 8 voice ! 

Enter Lucy. 

Lucy. Lud, ma'am ! here is Miss Melville ! 
Lydia. Is it possible ! 

Enter Julia. 

Lydia. My dearest Julia, how delighted am I ! 
[Embrace.} How unexpected was this happiness ! 

JuUa, True, Lydia, and our pleasure is the greater ; 
but what has been the matter? you were denied to 
meat first. ' 

Lydia. Ah, Julia, I have a thousand things to tell 
you ! but first inform me what has conjured you 
to Bath ? — Is Sir Anthony here ? 

JuHa. He is ; we arc arrived within this hour, and 
I suppose he will be here to wait on Mrs. Malaprop as 
soon as he is dressed. 

Lydia. Then before we are interrupted, let me im- 
part to you some of my distress; I know your gentle 
nature will sympathize with me, though your pru- 
dence may condeml^ me : My letters have informed 
you of my whole connexion with Beverley; but I 
have lost him, Julia; — my aunt has discovered our in- 
tercourse, by a note she intercepted, and has confined 
me ever since; Yet, would you beWeN^ \x.'^. At^^X^ftJ^ 
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fallen absolutely in love with a tall, Irish baronet, 
she met one night, since we have been here, at Lady 
Macshuffle's rout. 
Julia. You jest, Lydia! 

Lydia. No, upon my word — She really carries on a 
kind of correspondence with him, under a feigned 
name though, till she chuses to be known to him ;— r 
but it is a Delia, or a Celia, I assure you. . 

Julia, Then, surely, she is now more indulgent to 
her niece? 

Lt/dia. Quite the contrary; Since she has discover- 
ed her own frailty, she is become more suspicious of 
mine. — ^Then 1 must inform you of another plague; 
That odious Acres is to be in Bath to-day, so that, I 
protest, 1 shall be teised out of all spirits ! 

Julia, Come, come, Lydia, hope for the best :— 
Sir Anthony shall use his interest with Mrs. Malaprop. 
Lydia. But you have not heard the worst ; — Unfor- 
tunately I had quarrelled with my poor Beverley, 
just before my aunt made the discovery, and I have 
not seen him since, to make it up. 
Julia. What was his offence ? 
Lydia. Nothing at all; but I don't know how it 
was, as often as we had been together, we had never 
had a quarrel ; and, somehow, 1 was afraid he would 
never give me an opportunity ; so, last Thursday, I 
wrote a letter to myself, to inform myself, that Be- 
verley was, at that time, payiiig his addresses to an- 
other woman. — I signed it, " Your friend unknown", 
showed it to Beverley, charged him with his falsehood, 
put myself in a violent passion, and vowed I'd never 
see him more. 

Julia. And you let him depart so, and have not 
seen him since? 

Lydia. 'Twas the next day my aunt found the 
matter out; I intended only to have teased him three 
days and a half, and now I've lost him for ever. 
J/u/ao, If he is as deserving and sincere as you have 
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^ ft . 

represented him to me, he will never give you up so. 
Yet consider^ Lydia, you tell me he is but an ensign, 
—and you have thirty thousand pounds ! 

Tjydieu' But, you know, I lose most of my fortune^ 
if 1 marry without my aunt's consent, till of age ; 
and that is what I have determined to do, ever since 
J knew the penalty ; nor could I love the man, who 
would wish to wait a day for the alternative. 

Julia. Nay, this is caprice ! 

Lydia. What, does Julia tax me with caprice? I 
thought her lover Faulkland had inured her to it. 

Julia. I do not love even his faults. 

Lydia. But a-propos ! you have sent to him, I sup- 
pose ? 

Julia. Not yet, upon my word ! nor has he the 
least idea of my being in Bath — Sir Anthony's resolu- 
tion was so sudden, 1 could not inform him of it. 

Lydia. Well, Julia, you are your ov*n mistress, 
though under the protection of Sir Anthony ; yet, 
have you, for this long year, been a slave to the ca- 
price, the whim, the jealousy of this unorati'ful 
Faulkland, who will ever delay assuming the ri^ht of 
a husband, while you suffer him to be equally impe- 
rious as a lover. 

Julia. Nay, you are wrong entirely — We were con- 
tracted before my fathers death: That, and some 
consequent embarrassments, have delayed, what T 
know to be my Faulkland's most ardent wish — He is. 
too generous to trifle on such a point — and, for his 
character, you wrong him there too: — No, Lydia, he 
18 top proud, too noble, to be jealous; if he is cap- 
tious, ^is without dissembling; if fretful, without 
rudeness. Unused to the fopperies of love, he is 
negligent of the little duties expected from a lover. — ^ 
This temper, I must own, has cost me many unhappy 
hours ;«but 1 have learned to think myself his debtor, 
(or those imperfections which arise from the ardour 
of bis attachment. . 
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^^^^ftudia. Well, I cannot blame you for dcfendii]|| 
^^^m ; but, tell me, candidly, Julia — had he neveC 
r saved your lile, do you think you should have beta 
\ sllached to him as you are f Believe inc, the ruda 
blast that overset your boat, was a prosperous gala 
of love to him, 

Julia. Gratitude may have strengthened my at- 
tachment to Mr. Faulkland, but 1 loved him before 
he had preserved me ; yet, surely, that alone were an 

obligation sufficient 

Lydia. Obligation! Why, a water spaniel would 
have done as much! Well, I should never think of 
giving my heart to a man, because he could swim ! 
Julia. Come, Lydia, you are loo inconsiderate. 
Lydia. Nay, I do but jest.— What's liere ? 

EiUer Lucy, in a hurry. 

Lmci/. O ma'am, here is Sir Anthony Absolute, 
just come home with your aunt ! 

Lydia. They'll not come here — Lucy, do yoo 
watch. [Enl Lucv. 

Jalia. Yet I must go ; Sir Anthony does not know 
I am here, and if we meet, he'll detain me, to show 
me the town. I'll take another opportunity of pay- 
ing my reapects to Mrs. Malaprop, when she shall 
treat me, as long as she chuses, wiih her select words, 
to ingeniously misapplied, without being mitpro- 
nounced. 

I // Enter Lucy. 

f// iMy. O lud, ma'am ! they are both .coming up 
y rtairsl 

' Lydia. Well, I'll not detain you, Coz.— Adieu, my 

dear Julia! I'm sure you are in hasie to send to 
Faulkland. — There — through my room you'll find 
another staircase. 

Ju//a. Adieu ! Exit JutlA. 

Zi^dia. Here, nty dear Lucy, hide ^.h^se boofci,— 
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Quick, quick, — Fling ** Peregrine Pickle** under the 
toilet — throw *^ Roderick Random" into the closet — 
put " The Innocent Adultery" into " The Whole 
Duty of Man" — thrust «* Lord Aimworth" under the 
sofe— cram " Ovid" behind the bolster — there 
put " The Man of Feeling" into your pocket — so, sq { 
now lay " Mrs. Chapone" in sight, and leave '^ For< 
dyce's Sermons" open on the table. 

Lucy. O, bum it, ma'am ! the hairdresser has 
torn away as far as " Proper Pride". 

Lj/dia* Never mind — open at "Sobriety" — Fling 
me " Lord Chesterfield's Letters." Now for them ! 

Enter Mrs. Malaprop and Sir Anthony 

Absolute. 

Mrs. M, There, Sir Anthony, there sits the delibe- 
rate simpleton, who wants to disgrace her family, 
and lavish herself on a fellow not worth a shilling. 

Lydia. Madam, I thought you once 

Mrs. M. You thought, miss ! I don't know any 
business you have to think at all : Thought does not 
become a young woman. But the point we would 
request of you is, that you will promise to forget this 
fellow — to illiterate him, I say, from your memory. 

Lydia, Ah, madam ! our memories are independ* 
ent of our wills. It is not so easy to forget. 

Mrs. M. But, I say, it is, miss! there is nothing on 
earth so easy, as to forget, if a person chuses to set 
about it. I'm sure I have as much forgot your poor 
dear uncle, as if he had never existed, and I thought 
it my duty so to do ; and let me tell you, Lydia, 
these violent memories don't become a young woman* 

Sir Anth. Why, sure, she won't pretend to remem- 
ber what she's ordered not I ay, this comes of her 
reading ! 

Lydia. What crime, madam, have I committed, to 
be treated thus ? 

$Ir§,M» New don't attempt to exiii^^i*^ :jo>)Si€4, 

c 2 
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from the matter ; you know I have proof controvert- 
ible of it : But tell me, will you promise to do as 
you're bid ? Will you lake a husband of your friend's 
ch using ? 

Lydia, Madam, I must tell you plainly, that had I 
tio preference for any one «lse, the choice you have 
made would be my aversion. 

Mrs, M. What business have you, miss, with pre- 
ference and aversion ? They don't become a young 
woman ; and you ought to know, that as both always 
wear off, 'tis safest, in matrimony, to begin with a lit- 
tle aversion. I am sure, I hated your poor, dear un- 
cle, before marriage, as if he'd been a black-a-moor; 
and yet, miss, you are sensible what a wife I made ! 
and when it pleased Heaven to release me from him^ 
'tis unknown what tears I shed ! But suppose we were 
going to give you another choice, will you promise us 
to give up this Beverley ? 

Lydia, Could I belie my thoughts so far as to give 
that promise, my actions would certainly as far belie 
my words, 

Mrs^ M, Take yourself to your room : You are fit 
company for nothing but your own illhumours. 

Lydia. Willingly, maam ; 1 cannot change for the 
worse." [Exit. 

Mrs. M. There's a little intricate hussy for you ! 

Sir Antk. It is not to be wondered at, ma'am ; all 
this is the natural consequence of teaching girls to 
read. Had 1 a thousand daughters, by Heaven, Td 
as soon have them taught the black art as their al- 
phabet! 

Mrs. M. Nay, nay. Sir Anthony, you are an abso* 
lute misanthropy ! 

Sir Anth. In my way hither, Mrs. Malaprop, I obr 
served your niece's maid coming forth from a circu- 
lating library ; she had a book in each hand — they 
irere half-hound volumes, with marbie covers : From 
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that moment, 1 guessed how full of duty I should see 
her mistress ! 

Mrs, M, Those are vile places, indeed ! 

Sir Anth. Madam, a circulating library in a town 
itt as an evergreen tree of diabolical knowledge ! — It 
blossoms through the year ! And, depend on it, Mrs. 
Malaprop, that they who are so fond of handling the 
leaves, will long for the fiuit at last. 

Mrs, M. Fie, fie, Sir Anthony ! you surely speak 
laconically. 

Sir Anth. Why, Mrs. Malaprop, in moderation, 
now, what would you have a woman know ? 

Mrs. M. Observe me, Sir Anthony — I would by 
tic means wish a daughter of mine, to be a progeny of 
learning; I don't think so much learning becomes a 
young woman — for instance — I would never let her 
meddle with Greek, or Hebrew, or Algebra, or Si- 
mony, or Fluxions, or Paradoxes, or such inflamma- 
tory branches of learning : nor would it be necessary 
for her to handle any of your mathematical, astrono- 
mical, diabolical instruments; but, Sir Anthony, I 
would send her, at nine years old, to a boarding school, 
in order to learn a little ingenuity and artifice. Then, 
sir, she should have a supercilious knowledge in ac- 
counts ; and, as she grew up, I would have her in- 
structed in geometry, that she might know something 
of the contagious countries ; but, above all, Sir An- 
thony, she should be mistress of orthodoxy, that she 
might not mispell, and mispronounce, wonts so shame* 
fully as girls ususily do ; and likewise, that she might 
reprehend the true meaning of what she is saying.-—* 
This, Sir Anthony, is what I would have a woman 
know ; and I don't think there is a superstitious article 
in it. 

Sir Anth. Well, well, Mrs. Malaprop, I will dis- 
pute the point no further with you ; though I must 
confess, that you are a truly moderate and ^oU\<& «x- 
guer, for almost every tbiid word you ^^^V^owtsw^ 
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«ide of the question. — But, Mrs. Malaprop, to the 
more important point in debate, — you say, you have 
no objection to my proposal. 

Mrs, M, None, I assure you. — I am under no 
positive engagement with Mr. Acres ; and as Lydiais 
so obstinate against him, perhaps your son may have 
better success. 

Sir Anth. Well, madam, I will write for the boy 
directly. — He knows not a syllable of this yet, though 
I have for some time had the proposal in my head. 
He is at present with his regiment. 

Mrs, M, We have never seen your son, Sir Antho- 
ny ; but I hope no objection on his side. 

Sir Anth, Objection! — let him object, if he dare 1 
— No, no, Mrs. Malaprop ; Jack knows, that the least 
demur puis me in a phrenzy directly. My process 
was always very simple — in their younger days, 'twas, 
* Jack, do this,* — if he demurred, I knocked him 
down ; and if he grumbled at that, I always sent him 
out of the room. 

. Mrs, M. Ay, and the properest way, o'my con- 
science ! — nothing is so conciliating to young people, 
as severity. — Well, Sir Anthony, I shall give Mr. 
Acres his discharge, and prepare Lydia to receive 
your son's invocations ; and I hope you will repre- 
sent her to to tlie captain as an object not altogether 
illegible. 

Sir Anth. Madam, I will handle the subject prudent- 
ly. Well, I must leave you ; and let me beg you, 
Mrs. Malaprop, to enforce this matter roundly to the 
girl — take my advice, keep a tight hand — if she re- 
jects this proposal, clap her under lock and key; and 
if you were just to let the servants forget to bring her 
dinner for three or four days, you can't conceive how 
she'd come about. [£.w7 Sib Anthony. 

Mrs. M. Well, at any rate, I shall be glad to get 
Iter from under my intuition. She has somehow dis- 
fovered.wy partiality fw Sir L\icmsO'Tx\^est» S\it<5^ 
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Lucy can't have betrayed me ! — No, the girl is such 
a simpleton, I should have made her confess it. — Lu- 
*cy ! Lucy ! [Calls,^ Had she been one of your artifi- 
•cial ones, 1 should never have trusted her. 

Enter Luce, 

Lucy. Did you call, ma am ? 

Mrs. M. Yes, girl. — Did you see Sir Lucius while 
jouwasout? 

Lucy, No indeed, ma'am, not a glimpse of him. 

Mrs. M. You are sure, Lucy, that you never men- 
tioned 

Lucy. O grmini ! Td sooner cut my tongue out ! 

Mrs, M, Well, don't let your simplicity be imposed 
on. 

Lucy. No, ma'am. 

Mrs. M. So, come to me presently, and I'll give 
you another letter to Sir Lucius — but mind, Lucy, if 
ever you betray what you are intrusted with, (unless 
it be other people's secrets to me), you forfeit my ma- 
levolence for ever : and your being a simpleton, shall 
be no excuse for your locality. \^Exit, 

Lucy. Ha! ha! ha! So, my dear simplicity, let 
me give you a little respite; [Altering her Manrier.'} 
let girls, in my station, be as fond as they please of 
being expert, and knowing in their trusts ; commend 
me to a mask of silliness, and a pair of sharp eyes for 
my own interest under it! — Let me see to what ac- 
count have I turned my simplicity lately : [Looks at a 
Paper.] For abetting Miss Lydia Languish in a design of 
running away with an ensign ! in money y sundry timeSy 
twclxe pound twelve — gowns, five ; hats, ruffles, caps, S^c. 
SfC. numberless. — From the said ensign, within this last 
month, six guineas and a half. — About a quarter's pay! 
— It em, from Mrs. Malaprop, for betraying the young 
people to her — when I found matters were likely to h^ 
discovered, — fuv guineas j and a Wack padmtn)« — llcm^ 
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from Mt, Acres, for carrying divers letters — which I 
never delivered — two guineas, and a pair, of buckles,^--* 
Item, from Sir Lucius Cf Trigger, three crowns, two gM 
pocketpieces, and a silver sm^-box ! — Well done, sim- 
plicity ! yet I was forced to make my Hibernian be* 
lieve, that he was corresponding, not with the aunt, 
but with the niece: for, though not over rich, I found 
he had too much pride and delicacy, to sacrifice the 
feelings of a gentleman, to the necessities of bis for* 
tune. [ExiU 



ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I* 



Captain Absolute's Lodgings. 



Captain Absolute and Fag. 

Fag. Sir, while I was there, Sir Anthony came in 
I told him, you had sent me to inquire after his health, 
and to know if he was at leisure to see you. 

Capt» Abs. And what did he say, on hearing I was 
at Bath ? 

Fag. Sir, in my life, I never saw an elderly gen- 
tleman more astonished ! 

Capt. Abs, Well; sir, and what did you say ? 

Fag, O, I lied. Sir — I forget the precise lie, but 

you may depend on't, he got no truth from me.— ^ 

y^f, mih submission, for fear olbluudew itv future^ I 
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fihould be glad to fix what has brought us to Bath : 
in order that we may lie a little consistently. — Sir 
Anthony's servants were curious, sir, very curious 
indeed. 

Capt, Ahs, You have said nothing to them ? 

Fag. Ob, not a word, Sir — not a word. — Mr. Tho- 
mas, indeed, the coachman (whom I take to be the 
discreetest of whips) — 

Capt, Abs. 'Sdeath! — ^you rascal ! you have not 
trusted him ! 

Fag. Oh, no, sir — no — no — not a syllable, upon 
my veracity ! — He was, indeed, a little inquisitive; 
but I was sly, sir — devilish sly ! — My master (said I) 
honest Thomas (you know, sir, one says honest to 
one's inferiors) is come to Bath to recruit — yes, sir — 
I said to recruit — and whether for men, money, or 
constitution, you know, sir, is nothing to him, nor 
any one else. 

Capt. Abs. Well — recruit will do — let it be so — 

Fag. Oh, sir, recruit will do surprisingly — indeed, 
to give the thing an air, I told Thomas, that your 
honour had already inlisted, five disbanded chairmen, 
seven minority waiters, and thirteen billiard markers. 

Capt. Abs. You blockhead, never say more than is 
ji ecessary. 

Fag, I beg pardon, sir — I beg pardon — But with 
submission, a lie is nothing, unless one supports it. — 
Sir, whenever I draw on my invention for a good 
current lie, I always forge endorsements as well as the 
bill. 

Capt. Abs, Well, take care you don't hurt your cre- 
dit, by offering too much security. Is Mr. Faulkland 
returned ? 

Fag, He is above, sir, changing his dress. 

Capt, Abs, Can you tell whether he has been in- 
formed of Sir Anthony's and Miss Melville's arrival I 

Fag. I fancy not, sir; he has seen no one 
iince he came in, butjxis gentleman, vj\iO>N^^m^^ 
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bim at Bristol.— I ihink, sir, I Lear Mr, Faulkland 
coming down 

Capt. Abt. Go, tell him, 1 am here. 

F^. Yes, sir — \_Gowg.^ I beg pardon, sir, but 
should Sir Anthony call, you will do me the favour to 
remember, that we are recruiting, if you please. 

Capt. Aba. Well, well. 

Fag. And in tendemeaa to my character, if your 
honour could bring in the chairmen and waitera, I 
shall esteem it as an obligation ; — for though I never 
scruple a lie to serve my roaster, yet it hurts one's 
conscience to be found out. [Exit. 

Capt. Abs. Now for my whimsical friend — If he 
does not know that his mistress is here, i'U tease him 
a little before I tell him 

Enter Fag. 

Fag. Mr. Faulkland,sir. [Exit, 

Enter Faulrland. 

Capt. Abs. Faulkland, you're welcome to Bath 
again: you are punctual in your return. 

Faulk. Yes; 1 had nothing to detain me, when I 
had finished the business 1 went on. Well, what new'S 
since I left you \ How stand matters between you 
and Lydia \ 

Capt. Abs, 'Faith, much as they were ; I have not 
■een her since our quarrel ; however, I expect to bfl- 
rccalled evey hour. 

Faulk. Why don't you persuade her to go off with- 
you at once i 

Capt. Abt. What, and lose two thirds of her for* 
tune? You forget that, my friend. — No, no, I could 
have brought her to that lona ago. 

Faulk. Nay, then, you trifle too long — if you art 
sure of her, propose to the aunt, in your own charac> . 
ier, and write to Sir Anthony, for hia consent. 
Ci^/. jd&t. Softly, softly, tor ihouoU 1 am convincsd 
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my little Lydia would elope with me as Ensiffn Bever- 
ley, yet am I by no means certain that she would 
take me with the impediment of our friends' consent, 
a regular humdrum wedding, and the reversion of a 
good fortune on my side; well, but Faulkland| you'll 
dine with us to-day at the hotel ? 

FaM. Indeed, I cannot; 1 am not in spirits to be 
of such a partv. 

Coft. Abu By Heavens! I shall forswear your com- 
pany. You are the most teasing, captious, incorrigi- 
ble lover! — Do love like a man. 

JRanctt. Ah! Jack, your heart and soul are not, 
like mine, fixed immutably on one only object, — You 
throw for a large stake, but, losing — ^you could stake, 
and throw again : — but I have set my sum of happi- 
ness on this cast, and not to succeed, were to be 
stripped of all. 

KkKpU Ah8, But, for Heaven's s'ake ! what grounds 
for apprehension can your whimsical brain conjure up 
at present \ 

Fovtt. What grounds for apprehension, did you say? 
Heavens ! are there not a thousand ! I fear for her 
spirits— her health — her life — O! Jack, when deli- 
cate and feeling souls are separated, there is not a fea- 
ture in the sky, not a movement of the elements, not 
an aspiration of the breeze, but hints some cause for 
a lovei^s apprehension ! 

Cof^* Am. Ay, but we may chuse whether we will 
take the hint or not — So then, Faulkland, if you were 
convinced that Julia were well, and in spirits, you 
would be entirely content ? 

FauiL I should be happy beyond measure — I am 
anxious only for that. 

Copt. Abs. Then cure your anxiety at once — Miss 
Melville is in perfect health, and is at this moment in 
Bath. 

Fandk. Nay, Jack — don't trifle with me. 



24 THE RIVALS. FaCT II. 

Capt, Abs, She is arrived here, with my father, with- 
in this hour. 

Faulk. Can you be serious ? 

Capt, Abs. I thought you knew Sir Anthony belter, 

than to be surprised at a suflden whim of this kind.^' — 

Seriously then, it is as I tell you — upon my honour. 

. Faulk, My dear Jack-^now nothmg on earth can 

give me a moment's uneasiness. 

Enter Fag. 

Fag, Sir, Mr. Acres, just arrived, is below. 

Capt. Absp Stay, Faulkland, this Acres lives within 
a mile of Sir Anthony, and he shall tell you how your 
mistress has been ever since you left hen — Fag, show 
the gentleman up. [Exit Fag.- 

Faulk, What, is he much acquainted in the family? 

Capt. Abs. Oh, very intimate: He is likewise a ri- 
val of mine — that is, of my other self's, for he does not 
think his friend. Captain Absolute, ever saw the lady 
in question ; — and it is ridiculous enough to hear him 
complain to me of one Beverley, a concealed, sculk- 
ing rival, who — 

Faulk, HvLfihl — He's here! 

Enter Acres. 

Acres. Hah ! my dear friend, noble Captain, and 
honest Jack, how dost thou ? just arrived, 'faith, as you 
see. — Sir, your humble servant. Warm work on the 
roads. Jack — odds whips and wheels! I've travejled 
like a comet, with a tail of dust all the way, as long 
as the Mall. 

Capt. Abs. Ah ! Bob, you are indeed an eccentric 
planet, but we know your attraction hither — give liie 
leave to introduce Mr. Faulkland to you ; Mr. Faulkr 
Jand, Mr. Acres, i 

^cres. Sir, I am most heaTlWy ^«^^ to ^e.e -^ou : 

4 
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sir, I solicit your connexipns. — Hey, Jack — what this 
is Mr. Faulkland, who 

Capt. Abs. Ay, Bob, Miss Melville's Mr. Faulkland. 

Acres. Ah! Mr. Faulkland, you are indeed a happy 
man! 

Faulk. I have not seen Miss Melville yet, sir, — 
I hope she enjoyed fuU health and spirits in Devon- 
shire? 

Acres. Never knew her better in my life, sir, — ^never 
better. — Odd's blushes and blooms ! she has been as 
healthy as the German spa. 

Faulk. Indeed ! — I did hear that she had been a lit- 
tle indisposed. 

Acres. False, false, sir— only said to vex you: quite 
the reverse, I assure you. 

Faulk. There, Jack, you see she has the. ad vantage 
of me ; I bad almost fretted myself ill. 

Capt. Ahs. Now are you angry with your mistress 
for not having been sick. 

Faulk. No, no, you misunderstand me ; — yet surely 
a little trifling indisposition is not an unnatural con- 
sequence of absence from those we love. — Now con- 
fess — isn't there something unkind in this violent, ro- 
bust, unfeeling health ? 

Capt. Ahs. Oh, it was very unkind of her to be well 
in your absence to be sure ! 

Acres. Good apartments, Jack. 

Faulk. Well, sir, but you was saying that Miss 
Melville has been so exceedingly well — what then she 
has been merry and gay I suppose ? — always in spirits 
hey ? 

Acres. Merry, odds crickets ! she has been the bell 
and spirit of the company, wherever she has been — 
so lively and entertaining! so full of wit and humour ! 

Faulk. By my soul! there is an innate levity in wo- 
man, that nothing can overcome. — What ! happy, and 
I away ! 
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Capt. Aba. Just now you were only apprehemiva 
for your mistress's spirits. 

Faidk. Why, Jack, have 1 been ihe joy and spirit 
of the company? 

Capt. Abs. No indeed, yoa have not. 

Faulk. Have I been lively and pulerlaiiiing ? 

Capt. Abs. Oh, upon my word, I acquit yon. 

Faulk. Have I been full of wil and humourf 

Cape. Abs. No, 'faiih, to do you justice, you have 
been confoundedly stupid, indeed. 

Acres. What's ihe matter with ilie gentleman f 

Ci^t. AIti, He is only expressing his great satisfaC; 
tion, at hearing that Julia has been so well and happy' 
—that's all— hey, Faulkland I 

Fauflc. Yes, yes, she has a happy disposilion! 

Acres. That she has, indeed — ihen she is so accom- 
plished — so sweet a voice — so expert at ber harpsi- 
chord — such a mistress of flat and shaqj, squallante, 
rumblante, and quiverante ! — there was this lime 
month — odds minnuma and crotchets ! how she did 
chirup at Mn. Piano's concert ! 

Faulk. Fool ! foul that 1 am ! to d^ all my happi- 
ness on such a triflerl 'Sdcaih ! to make herself ih§ 
pipe and ballad-monger of a circle! lo sooth her light* 
heart with catches and glees ! — What can you say tft' 
this, sir? ^ 

Capt. Abs. Why, that I should be glad to hear my 
mistress had been so merry, sir. ; 

Faulk. Nay, nay, nay — I'm not sorry that she hat 
been happy — no, no, I am glad of (hat — I would not 
have had her sad or sick — but she has been dancing- 
too, I doubt not i 

Acres. VVhat does ihe gentleman say about danc> 
ingf 

Capt. Abs. He says the lady we speak of, dances aaf 
well as she sings. 

j4crei. Ay truly, does she— there was at our last 
T^ce ball 
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Faulk. Hell and the devil ! There ! Uiere— I told 
you so ! I told you so ! oh ! she thrives in my absence ! 
— dancing ! but her whole feelings have been in oppo- 
sition with mine ;— >-I have been anxious, silent, pen* 
sive, sedentary — my days have been hours of care, my 
nights of watchfulness. — She has been all health! spi- 
rit ! laugh ! Bong ! dance 1 — oh ! d — ned, d — ned le- 
vity! 

Capt. Abs, For Heaven's sake! Faulkland, don't 
expose yourself so. — Suppose she has danced, what 
then f nJdoes not the ceremony of society often ob* 
lige— 

Fwdk. Weil, well, Til contain myself— perhaps, as 
you say — for form sake. — What, Mr. Acres, you were 
praising Miss Melville's manner of dancing a minuet 
— h^ ? 

Acres, Oh, I dare insure her for that— but what I 
was going to speak of, was her country dancing : — 
odds swimmings ! she has such an air with her I — 

Faulk. Now disappointment on her ! — defend this, 
Absolute, why don't you defend this? — country 
dances ! jiggs, and reels ! am I to blame now ? a 
minuet I could have forgiven — I should not have 
minded that — I say, I should not have regarded a 
minuet — but country dances! Z ds! had she made 
one in a cotillion — 1 believe I could have forgiven even 
that — but to be monkey led for a night ! — to run the 
gauntlet, through a string of amorous palming pup- 
pies!— ^to show paces, like a managed filly! — Oh, 
Jack, there never can be but one man in the world, 
whom a truly modest and delicate woman ought to 
pair with in a country dance; and even then, the rest 
of the couples should be her great uncles and aunts I 

Capt. Ahs, Ay, to be sure I grandfathers and 
grandmothers ! 

Faulk, If there be but one vicious mind in the set, 
it will spread like a contagion — the action of their 
pulse beats to the lascivious movement ot \)ck^*v%%^ 

D 2 
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their quivering, warm breathed sighs impregnate the 
air — the atmosphere becomes electrical to love, and 
each amorous spark darts through every link of the 
chain! — 1 must leave you — I own 1 am somewhat 
flurried — and that confounded looby has perceived it. 

{Gomg. 

Capt. Ahs. Nay, .^but stay, Faulkland, and thank 
Mr. Acres for his good news. 

Faulk, D — n his news ! \Emi. 

Capt. Abs. Ha ! ha ! ha ! poor Faulkland ! five mU 
nutes since — '* nothing on earth could give him a mo- 
ment's uneasiness V 

Acres. The gentleman wasn't angry at my praising 
his mistress, was he ? 

Capt. Ahs. A little jealous, I believe. Bob. 

Acres. You don't say so? Ha ! ha! jealous of me I 
' — that's a good joke ! 

Capt. Ahs. There's nothing strange in that, Bob; 
let me tell you, that sprightly grace and insinuating 
manner of yours will do some mischief among the 
girls here. 

Acres. Ah! you joke — ha! ha! mischief — ^ha! ha!- 
but you know I am not my own property, my dear 
Jjydia has forestalled me. — She could never abide me 
in the country, because I used to dress so badly — but 
odds frogs and tambours! I shan't take matters so 
here — now ancient Madam has no voice in it — I'll 
make my old clothes know who's master — I shall 
straitway cashier the hunting frock — and render my 
leather breeches incapable — My hair has been in 
training some time. 

Capt. Ahs. Indeed ! 

Acres. Ay — and thofF the side curls are a little 
restive, my hind part takes it very kindly. 

Capt. Ahs. Oh, you'll polish, I doubt not. 

Acres. Absolutely I propose so — then if I can find 
out this Ensign Beverly, odds triggeni and flints 1 I'll 
^ffl^e him inow the diiference o't. 
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Capt. Abs, Spoke like a man — but pray. Bob, I 
observe you have got an odd kind of a new method of 
swearing 

Acres. Ha ! ha ! youVe talKen notice of it-— 'tis gen- 
teel, isn't it?— I didn't invent it myself, though; bufr 
a commander in our militia — a great scholar, I assure 
you — says that there is no meaning in the common 
oaths, and that nothing but their antiquity makes 
them respectable; — because, he says, the ancients 
would never stick to an oath or two, but would say, by 
Jove! or by Bacchus! or by Mars! or by Venus! or 
by Pallas! according to the sentiment — so that to 
swear with propriety, says my little Major, the ^ oath 
should be an echo to the sense;" and this we call the 
cath referential, or sentimental swearing — ha! ha hai 
^s genteel, isn't it ? 

Capi.Abs. Very genteel, and very new indeed — 
and I dare say will supplant all other figures of im^ 
precation. 

Acres. Ay, ay, the best terms will grow obsolete — 
Damns have had their day. 

Enter Fag. 

Fag, Sir, there is a gentleman below, desires to see 
you — Shall I show him into the parlour? 

Capt, Abs, Ay — you may. 

Acres. Well, 1 must begone 

Capt. Abs, Stay ; who is it. Fag? 

Fcig. Your father, sir. 

Copt. Abs, You puppy, why didn't you show him 
up directly ? [Exit Fag. 

Acres. You have business with Sir Anthony. — I 
expect a messa'ge from Mrs. Malaprop, at my lodg- 
ings. I have sent also to my dear friend, Sir Lucius 
OTriggcr, — Adieu, Jack, we must meet at night, 
when you shall give me a dozen bwmi^^i^ \.<^ \\V\^ 
Lfdia, 

d3 



30 THE RIVALS. [aCT II; 

• 

Capt.Ahs, That I will, with all my heart [£j:iV. 
Acres.] Now for a parental lecture — I hope he has 
heard nothing of the business that has brought me 
here — I wish the gout had held him fast ia Devon- 
shire, with all my soul ! 

Enter Sir Anthony. 

Sir, I am delighted to see you here; and looking so 
well ! — your sudden arrival at Bath made me appre- 
hensive for your health. 

Sir Antk» iVery apprehensive, I dare say, Jack^ — 
What, you are-recruitihg here, hey ? 

Capt. Ahs. Yes, sir, I am on duty. 

Sir Auth. Well, Jack, I am glad to see you, though 
I did not expect it; for I was going to write to you oja 
a little matter of business. — Jack; I have been consi- 
dering that I grow old and infirm, and shall probably 
not trouble you long. 

Capt, Abs. Pardon me, sir, I never saw you look 
more strong and hearty, and I pray frequently th8:t 
you may continue so. 

Sir Anth. I hope your prayers may be heard, with 
all my heart. Well then. Jack, I have been consider- 
ing that I am so strong and hearty, I may continue to 
plague you a long time. — Now, Jack, I am sensible 
that the income of your commission, and what I have 
hitherto allowed you, is but a small pittance, for a lad 
of your spirit. 

Capt. Ahs. Sir, you are very good. 

Sir Anth, And it is my wish, while yet I live, to 
have my boy make some figure in the world. — I hav^ 
resolved, therefore, to fix you at once in a noble inde- 
pendence. 

Capt, Abs, Sir, your kindness overpowers me. — Yet, 
sir, I presume you would not wish me to quit the 

Sir^nfk, Ob ! that shall be as youi mfe Oaxvbia. 
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Capt, Abs, My wife, sir! 

Sir Anth, Ay, ay, settle that between you — settle 
that between you. 
• Capt. Ahs, A wife, sir, did you say? 

Sir Anth, Ay, a wife — why, did not I mention her 
before? 

Capt, Ah$, Not a word of her, sir. 

Sir Anth, Odd so ! — I mustn't forget her though. — 
Yes, Jack, the independence 1 was talking of is by a 
marriage — the fortune is saddled with a wife — but I 
suppose that makes no difference? 

Capt. Abs, Sir ! sir ! — you amaze me ! 

Sir Anth. Why, what the devil's the matter with 
the fool ? Just now you were all gratitude and duty. 

Capt. Abs. I was, sir, — you talked to me of inde- 
pendence and a fortune, but not a word of a wife. 

Sir Anth, Why — what difference does that make ? 
Odd's life, sir ! if you have the estate, you must take 
it with the live stock on it, as it stands. * 

Capt. Abs. VT2iyy sir, who is the lady ? 

Sir Anth, What's that to you, sir ? — Come, give me 
your promise to love, and to marry her directly. 

Capt. Abs, Sure, sir, this is not very reasonable, to 
summon my affections for a lady I know nothing of! 

Sir Anth. I am sure, sir, 'tis more unreasonable in 
you, to object to a lady you know nothing of, 

Capt. Abs. You must excuse me, sir, if I tell you, 
once for all, that in this point I cannot obey you. 

Sir Anth. Harkye, Jack; — I have heard you for 
some time with patience — I have been cool, — quite 
cool ; but take care — you know I am compliance it- 
self — when I am not thwarted ; — no one more easily 
led — when I have my own way ; — but don't put me 
in a phrenzy. 

Capt. Abs. Sir, I must repeat it — in this I cannot 
obey you. 

Sir Anth. Now d — n me! if e\eT 1 ciW-^ovx'^^O*^ 
again, while I live ! 
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Capt. Abs. Nay, sir, but hear me. 
Sir Anth. Sir, I won't hear a word — not a word ! 
not one word ! so give nae your promise by a nod— 
and ril tell you what. Jack — I mean, you dog — if 
you don't by— 

Capt. Abs. What, sir, promise to link myself to 

some mass of ugliness! to 

Sir Anth. Z — ds! sirrah! the lady shall be as 
ugly as I chuse: she shall have a hump on each 
shoulder; she shall be as crooked as the crescent; 
her one eye shall roll like the bull's in Cox's Museum 
— she shall have a skin like a mummy, and the beard 
of a Jew — she shall be all this, sirrah ! — yet Fll make 
you ogle her all day, and sit up all night, to write son- 
nets on her beauty. 

Capt. Abs. This is reason and moderation indeed ! 
Sir Anth, None of your sneering, puppy.! no grin- 
ning, jackanapes ! 

Capt, Abs, Indeed, sir, I never was in a worse hu- 
mour for mirth in my life. 

Sir Anth, 'Tis false, sir, 1 know you are laughing in 
your sleeve ; I know you'll grin when I am gone, sirrah ! 
Capt^ Abs. Sir, I hope I know my duty better. 
Sir Anth, None of your passion, sir ! none of your 
violence, if you please — It won't do with me, I pro- 
mise you. 

Capt. Abs. Indeed, sir, I never was cooler in my 
life. 

Sir Anth. 'Tis a confounded lie ! — I know you are 
in a passion in your heart; 1 know you are, you hy- 
pocritical young dog ! but it won't do. 
Capt. Abs. Nay, sir, upon my word. 
Sir Anth. So you will fly out! can't you be cool, 
like me? What the devil good can passion do! — 
— passion is of no service, you impudent, insolent, 
overbearing reprobate ! — There, you sneer again ! — 
rJon't provoke me\ — but you rely upon the mildness 
^fmy temper — yoM do, you dogl you ^\a>j ui^Ocw ii)ckK^ 
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meekness of my disposition ? Yet take care — the 
patience of a saint may be overcome at last ! — but 
mark ! I give you six hours and a half to consider of 
this : if you then agree, without any condition, to do 
every thing on earth that 1 chuse, why — confound 

you 1 I may in time forgive you — If not, z ds ! 

don't enter the same hemisphere with me ! don't dare 
to breathe the same air, or use the same light with 
me ; but get an atmosphere and a sun of{ your own ! 
ril strip you of your commission ; Til lodge a five- 
and-threepence in the hands of trustees, and you shall 
live on the interest. — I'll disown you, Fil disinherit 
you, ril unget you ! and d — n me ! if ever I call you 
Jack^a^in f [Exeunt severally. 



SCENE II. 

m 

The North Parade. 

Enter Lucy. 

Isiicy. Sir Lucius is generally more punctual, when 
be expects to hear from his dear Dclia^ as he calls 
her : — I wonder he's not here ! — 

Enter Sir Lucius OTrigger: 

-. Sir L, Hah ! my little embassadress—upon my 
conscience I have been looking for you ; I have been 
on the South Parade this half hour. 

Lucy. [Speaking simply,] O gemini ! and I have 
been waiting for your worship, here on the North. 
. Sir Xf, Taith ! — may be, that was the reason we 
did not meet ; and it is very comical too, how you 
could go out, and I not see you — for 1 was only tak- 
ing a nap, at the Parade cofifee-house, and I chose 
the window, on purpose that 1 might ivoX ic^^ ^^>^« 
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Lucy. My stars ! Now Td wager a sixpence I went 
by, while you were asleep. 

Sir L. Sure enough it must have been so— and I 
never dreamt it was so late, till I waked. Well, but 
my little girl, have you got nothing for me ? 

Lucy. Yes, but I have-^l've got a letter for you 
in my pocket. 

Sir L. O 'faith ! I guessed you weren't come empty- 
handed — well — let me see what the dear creature 
says. 

Lucy, There, Sir Lucius. [Crives him a Letter^ 

Sir L. [Reads.] Sir— there is often a svddan incenHoe 
impulse in hve^ that has a greater induction than yean 
of domestic combination : such was the commotion I felt 
at the first superfluous view of Sir Lucius 0*Triggerm 
Very pretty, upon my word ! Female punctuation for-' 
bids me to say more; yet, let me add, that it wiU gwc 
me joy infallible to find Sir Lucius worthy the last cri^ 
terion of my affections, Delia. 

Upon my conscience, Lucy, your lady is a great 
mistress of language ! 'Faith ! she's quite the queen 
of the dictionary ! 

Lucy. Ay, sir, a lady of her experience. 

Sir L, Experience ! what, at seventeen ? 

Lucy, O, true, sir — but then she reads so— -my 
stai-s! how she will read offhand ! 

Sir L. Taith, she must be very deep read, lo write 
this way — though she is rather an arbitrary writer, 
too — for here are a great many poor words pressed 
into the service of this note, that would get their ha- 
beas corpus from any court in Christendom. How< 
evcr, when affection guides the pen, he must be a 
brute, who finds fault with the style. 

Lucy. Ah ! Sir Lucius, If you were to hear how 
she talks of vou ! 
SirL. Oh, tell her, Til make hsx the best husband 
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in tbe worlds and Lady OTrigger into the bargain ! 
— But we must get the old gentlewoman's consent—^ 
and do every thing fistirly. 

iMcy. Nay, Sir Lucius^ I thought you wa'nt rich 
enough to be so nice ! 

Sir L, Upon my word, young woman, you have 
hit it : — I am so poor, that I can't afford to do a dirty 
action. — 'If I did not want money, Vd steal your 
mistress, and her fortune, with a great deal of pleasure. 
— However my pretty girl, [Gives her Monetf,] here's a 
little something, to buy you a ribband ; and meet me 
in the evening, and I will give you an answer to this. 
So, hussy, take a kiss beforehand, to put you in 
mind. [Kisses her. 

iMcy. O lud ! Sir Lucius — I never seed such a 
g^mman ! My lady won't like you if you're so impu- 
dent. 

Sir L. 'Faith she will, Lucy — that same — pho ! 
what's the name of it ! — modesty ! — is a quality in a 
lover more praised by the women than liked ; so, if 
your mistress asks you whether Sir Lucius ever gave 
you a kiss, tell her fifty — my dear. > 

Lucy. What, would you have me tell her a lie ? 

Sir L. Ah then, you baggage! I'll make it a truth 
presently. 

Lucy. For shame now ; here is some one coming. 

Sir L. O 'faith Til quiet your conscience! 

[Sees Fag. — Exity humming a Tune . 

Enter Fag. 

Fag. So, so, ma'am. I humbly beg pardon. 

Lucy, O lud ! — now, Mr. Fag — you flurry one 
so! 

Fag. Come, come, Lucy, here's no one by — so a 
little less simplicity, with a grain or two more sincerity, 
if you please — You play false with us, madam — I 
saw you give the baronet a letter. — My ma&lex ^V^aXV 
kDow this- and if he don't call bisa out— 1 vi'^% 
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Lacy. Ha! ha ! iia: you gentlemen's gentlemen 
are so hasty !— That letter was from M rs. Malaprop, 
simpleton. — She is taken with Sir Lucius's address* 

Fag. How ! what tastes some people have ! Why, 
I suppose I have walked by her window a hundred 
times. But what says our young lady ? — Any mes- 
sage to my master ? 

Lucy. Sad news, Mr. ^ag ! A worse rival than 
Acres ! Sir Anthony Absolute has proposed his son. 

Fag. What, Captain Absolute ? 

Lucy. Even so. I overheard it all. 

Fag. Ha ! ha ! ha ! very good, Taith ! Good b'ye, 
Lucy, I must away with this news. 

Lucy. Well, you may laugh, but it is true, 1 assura 
you. \Gr(nng!\ But, Mr. Fag, tell your master uot 
to be cast down by this. 
^ Fag. Oh, he'll be so disconsolate ! 

Lucy. And charge him, not to think of quarrelling 
with young Absolute. 

Fag. Never fear — never fear. 

Lucy. Be sure, bid him keep up his spirits. 

Fag. We will — we will. [Exeunt seceralltf. 



ACT THE THIRD, 



scaNE u 



The North Parade. 

Enter Captain Absolute. 

Capt. Ahs. Tis just as Fag told me, indeed ! — 
fVA/msical enough, 'faiUil My father wants t6 
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force me to marry th^vciy girl I am plotting to run 
away with! He must not know of my connexion with 
her yet awhile. He has too summary a method of pro* 
e^eding in these matters, however 1 11 read my recant^ 
ation instantly. My conversion is something sudden, 

indeed ; but I can assure him, it is very sincere 

iof aOf here he comes — he looks plaguy gruff! 

[Stirpt aside. 

Enter Sir Anthokt Absolute. 

SirAnth, No — I'll die sooner than forgive him ! 
Die, did 1 say ? I'll live these fifty years, to plague 
him. At our last meeting, his impudence had al- 
most put me out of temper — ^An obstinate, passion- 
ate, self-willed boy ! Who can he take after ? This is 
my return for getting him before all his brothers and 
sisters! for putting him, at twelve years old, into a 
marching regiment, and allowing him fifty pounds a- 
year, besides his pay, ever since ! But I have done 
with him — he's any body's son for me — I never will 
see him more never — never — never — never. 

Capt. jibs. Now for a penitential face ! 

Sir Anth. Fellow, get out of my way ! 

Capt, Abs. Sir, you see a penitent before you. 

Sir Anth, I see an impudent scoundrel before me. 

C^. Abs. A sincere penitent. I am come, sir, to 
acknowledge my error, and to submit entirely to your 

will. 

Sir Anth. What's that? 

Capt. Abs. I have been revolving, and reflecting, 
and considering on your past goodness, and kindness, 
and condescension to me. 

Sir Anth. Well, sir? 

. Capt. Abs. I have been likewise weighing, and ba- 
lancing, what you were pleased to mention, concerning 
duty, and obedience, and authority. 

Sir Anth, Well,puppy ? 

Capt. Abs. Why, then, sir, the tesu\l oi n\^ x^^^o,- 
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tions is, a resolution to sacrifice every inclination of 
my own to your satisfaction. 

Sir Anth. Why, now you talk sense, absolute 
sense ; 1 never heard any thing more sensible in my 
life. Confound you ! you shall be Jack again. 

Capt. Ahs. I am happy in the appellation. 

Sir Anth, Why, then, Jack, my dear Jack, I will 
now inform you who the lady really is. Nothing but 
your passion and violence, you silly fellow, prevented 
my telling you at first. Prepare, Jack, for wonder 
and rapture — prepare. What think you of Miss Ly^ 
dta Languish ? 

Capt.Abs. Languish? Whal^ the Langmshes of 
Worcestershire? 

Sir Anth. Worcestershire ! no. Did you never 
meet Mrs. Malaprop, and her niece^ Miss Languish, 
who came into our country just before you were last 
ordered to your regiment ? 

Capt. Abs. Malaprop ! Languish! I don't remem- 
ber ever to have heard the names before. Yet, stay, 
I think I do recollect something — ^Languish — Lan- 
guish — ^She squints, don^t she ? — A little redhaired 
girl ? » 

Sir Anth. Squints ! — A red-haired girl ! Z — ds \ 
no ! 

Capt. Abs. Then I must have forgot ; it can't be 
the same person. 

Sir Anth. Jack ! Jack ! what think you of bloom« 
ing, love-breathing seventeen ? 

Capt. Abs. As to that, sir, I am quite indifierent ; 
if I can please you in the matter, 'tis all I desire. 

Sir Anth. Nay, but Jack, such eyes! such eyes ! so 
innocently wild 1 so bashfully irresolute! Not a 
glance but speaks and kindles, some thought of love ! 
Then, Jack, her cheeks ! her cheeks. Jack ! so deep- 
ly blushing at the insinuations of her tell-tale eyes ! 
Then, Jack, her lips! O Jacli^ lips, smiling at their 
ojvn discretion! and, if not sroiUngi more swettly 
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pouting — ^more lovely in sullenness ! Then, Jack, her 
neck I O Jack ! Jack ! 

Capi. Ab9. And which is to be mine, sir, the niece, 
or the aunt ? 

Sir Jnth, Why, you unfeeling, insensible puppy, 
I despise you. When I was of your age, such a de- 
scription would have made me fly like a rocket ! The 
aunt, indeed ! Odds life ! when I ran away with your 
mother, I would not have touched any thing old, or 
^^Jff ^o g^n an empire. 

Capi. Ahi, Not to please your father, sir ? 

Sir Anik* To please my father Z— ds ! not to 

please — O, my father — Oddso ! — yes, yes ; if my fa- 
ther^ indeed* had desired — that's quite another mat- 
ter—Though he wasn't the indulgent father that I 
am. Jack. 

Capt, Abt, I dare say not, sir. 

Sir Antk. But, Jack, you are not sorry to find your 
mistress is so beautiful } 

Capt. Ahs. Sir, I repeat it, if I please you in this 
a&ir, 'tis all 1 desire. Not that I think a woman the 
worse for being handsome; but, sir, if you please to 
recollect, you before hinted something about a hump 
or two, one eye, and a few more graces of that kind — 
now, without being very nice, 1 own 1 should rather 
chuse a wife of mine, to have the usual number of 
limbs, and a limited quantity of back : and, though 
one eye may be very agreeable, yet, as the prejudice 
has always run in favour of two, 1 would not wish to 
affiect a singulanty in that article. 

Sir Antk, What a phlegmatic sot it is ! Why, sir-* 
rafay you are an anchorite ! A vile, insensible stock ! 
You a soldier ! you're a walking block, fit only to 
dust the company's regimentals on ! Odds life, I've a 
great mind to marry the girl myself! 

Csp^. Abs. I am entirely at your disposal, sir ; if 
yon should think of addressing Miss Languish your- 
self, I suppose you would have me mart^ lYi^ ^\xcvX\ 

^ 2 
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or, if you should change your mind, and take the old 
lady, — ^'tis the same to me, I'll marry the niece. 

Sir Anth. Upon my word. Jack, thou'rt cither a 
very great hypocrite, or — but, come, I know your in- 
difference on such a subject must be all a lie, r m sure 
it must — come, now, damn your demure face! come, 
confess, Jack, you have been lying — han't you ? You 
have been playing the hypocrite, hey ? — I'll never for- 
give you, if you han't been lying, and playing the 
hypocrite. 

Copt. Abs, I'm sorry, sir, that the respect and duty, 
which I bear to you, should be so mistaken. 

Sir AntL Hang your respect and duty ! But, come 
along with me, I'll write a note to Mrs. Malaprop, 
and you shall visit the lady directly. Her eyes shall 
be the Promethian torch to you — come along, I'll ne- 
ver forgive you, if you dpn't come back, stark mad 
with rapture and impatience — if you don't, 'egad. Til 
marry the girl myself! [Exeunt. 



SCENE II« 



Julia's Dressing Roam, 



Faulklakd. 

Faulk, They told me Julia would return directly ; 
I wonder she is not yet come! — How mean does this 
captious, unsatisfied, temper of mine appear to my 
cooler judgment ! What tender, honest joy, sparkled 
in her eyes, when we met ! How delicate was the 
warmth of her expressions ! — I was ashanrad to ap* 
pear less happy, though I had come resolved to wear 
a face of coolness and upbraiding. Sir Anthony's 
presence prevented my proposed expostulations : Yet 
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I roust be satisfied that she has not been so very hap- 
py iu my absence. She is coming — Yes, I know the 
mmbleness of her tread, when she thinks her impa- 
tient Faulkiand counts the moments of her stay. 

Enter Julia. 

JuHa, I had not hoped to see you again so soon. 

JPmitt* Could I, Julia, be contented with my first 
welcome, restrained as we were, by the presence of a 
third person ? 

Jmq^ Oh, Faulkiand t when your kindness can 
make me thus happy, let me not think tlmt 1 disco- 
vered something of coldness in your first saluta- 
tion. 

Ftmlk. Twas but your fancy, Julia. I was rejoic- 
ed to tee you — to see you in such health : Sure I 
had no cause for coldness f 

Julia* Nay, then, I see you have taken something 
ill : You must not conceal from me what it is. 

Faulk, Well, then, shall I own to you, that my joy 
at hearing of your heahh and arrival here, by your 
neighbour Acres, was somewhat damped, by his dwell- 
ing much on the high spirits you had enjoyed in De- 
vonshire? on your mirth — ^your singing — dancing-— 
and I know not what ! For such is my temper, Julia, 
that I should regard every mirthful moment, in your 
absence, as a treason to constancy. The mutual tear, 
that steals tlown the cheek of parting lovers, is a com- 
pact, that no smile shall live there till they meet 
again. 

Julia* Must I never cease to tax my Faulkiand 
with this teasing, minute, caprice? Can the idle re- 
ports of a silly boor weigh, in your breast, against my 
tried affection ? 

Faulk. They have no weight with me, Julia : No, 
no, I am happy, if you have been so — yet only say, 
that you did not sing with mirth — say, that you 
thought of Faulkiand in the dance. 

£ 3 
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JuUa, I never can be happy in your absence. If I 
wear a countenance of content, it is to show, that my 
mind holds no doubt of my Faulkiand's truth. If I 
seemed sad, it were to make malice triumph, and say, 
that I had fixed my heart on one, who left me to la- 
ment his roving, and my own credulity. Believe me, 
Faulkland, I mean not to upbraid you, when I say, 
that 1 have often dressed sorrow. in smiles, lest my 
friends should guess whose unkindness had caused my 
tears. 

Faulk, You were ever all goodness to me ! Oh, I am 
a brute, when I but admit a doubt of your true con-> 
stancy ! 

Julia, If ever without such cause from you, aa I 
will not suppose possible, you find my affections veer-t 
ing, but a point, may I become a proverbial scoff for 
levity, and base ingratitude ' 

Faulk, Ah, Julia ! that last word is grating to me ! 
I would I had no title to your gratitude ! Search 
your heart, Julia ; perhaps what you have mistaken 
for love, is but the warm efifusion of a too thankful 
heart ! 

Julia. For what quality must I love you ? 
Faulk, For no quality : To regard me for any qua- 
lity of mind, or understanding, were only to esteem me! 
And for person — I have often wished myself deformed^ 
to be convinced, that I owed no obligation there for 
any part of your affection. 

Julia, Where nature has bestowed a show of nice 
attentign in the features of a man, he should laugh 
at it, as misplaced. I have seen men, who, in this 
• vain article, perhaps, might rank above you ; but 
my heart has never asked my eyes if it were so or 
not. 

Faulk. Now, this is not well from you, Julia ; I 
despise person in a man, yet, if thou loved me as I 
wish, though I were an ^Bthiop, you'd think Hione so 
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Julia, I see you are determined to be unkind- 



The contract, which my poor father bound us in^ 

gives you more than a lover's privilege. 
Faidk, Again, Julia, you raise ideas, that feed and 

justify my doubts. I would not have been more free 

—no, 1 am proud of my restraint : Yet — yejt, perhaps, 

your high respect alone for this solemn compact, has 

fettered your inclinations, which, else, had made a 

worthier choice. 
JuKa. Then try me now — Let us be free as 

strangers, as to what is past : My heart will not feel 

more liberty. 

Faulk, There, now ! so hasty, Julia ! so anxious to 

be free ! If your love for me were fixed and ardent, 

you would not loose your hold, even though I wished 

it! 

. Julia. Oh, you torture me to the heart ! I cannot 

bear it ! 

FauUc. I do not mean to distress you : If I loved 

you less, I should never give you an uneasy moment. 

— But hear roe, — All my fretful doubts arise from 
this — Women are not used to weigh, and separate, the 
motives of their affections : the cold dictates of pru- 
dence, gratitude, or filial duty, may sometimes ]»e 
mistaicen for the pleadings of the heart. I would not 
boast, yet let me iiay, that I have neither age, person, 
or character, to found dislike on ; my fortune, such, 
as few ladies could be charged with indiscretion in 
the match. O Julia ! when love receives such coun- 
tenance from prudence, nice minds will be suspicious 
of its birth. 

JuliOk I know not whither your insinuations would 

' tend ; but, as they seem pressing to insult me, 1 will 
spare you the regret of having done so — I have given 
you no cause for this ! [Exitf, in Tears, 

Faulk, In tears ! stay, Julia — stay but for a mo. 
ment— The door is fastened ! Julia! my soul! but 
for one moment !-r-I hear her sobbing I 'Sd^oAlxl 
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what a brute am I, to use her thus ! — Yet stay — ^Ay, 
she is coming now : how little resolution there is in 
woman ! how a few soft words can turn them ! — No, 
'faith, she's not coming, either ! Why, Julia, my love 1 
say but, that you forgive me ; come but to tell roe 
that — now, this is being too resentful ! stay, she is 
coming too ; I thought she would — no steadiness in 
any thing ! her going away must have been a mere 
trick then ; she shan't see that I was hurt by it — 111 

affect indifference : [Hums a Tuneftfthen lisiem,'] 

No, Z ds ! she's not coming, nor don't intend it, 

I suppose ! This is not steadiness, but obstinacy I 
Yet 1 deserve it. What, after so long an absence, to 
quarrel with her tenderness ! 'twas barbarous, and un- 
manly ! — I should be ashamed to see her now. — I'll 
wait till her just resentment is abated, and, when I 
distress her so again, may I lose her for ever I [EsU* 



8C£KB III. 



Mrs. Ma£aprof's Lodgings, 

Mrs. Malaprop, with a Letter in her Hand, and 

Captain Absolute. 

ilrs. M. Your being Sir Anthony's son, Captain, 
would itself be a sufficient accommodation ; but from 
the ingenuity of your appearance, I am convinced 
you deserve the character here given of you. 

Capt. Ahs. Permit me to say, madam, that, as I 
never yet have had the pleasure of seeing Miss Lan- 
guish, my principal inducement in this affair, at pre- 
sent, is the honour of being allied to Mrs. Malaprop ; 
of whose intellectual accomplishments, elegant man* 
ncrs, and uaaffeoXeA learning, no tongue is silent. 
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Mrs. M. Sir, you do me infinite honour ! I beg. 
Captain, you'll be seated. [Sit,] Ah ! few gentle- 
men, now-a-days, know how to value the ineffectual 
qualities in a woman ! few think, how a little know- 
ledge becomes a gentlewoman ! Men have no sense 
DOWy but for the worthless flower of beauty ! 

Oipi, Jbs. It is but too true, indeed, ma'am ; yet, 
I fear our ladies should share the blame ; they think 
our admiration of beauty so great, that knowledge, in 
them, would be sU|,erf)uous. Thus, like garden trees, 
they seldom show fruit, till time has robbed them of 
the more specious blossom : Few, like Mrs. Mala- 
prop, and the orange tree, are rich in both at once ! 

Mrs. M, Sir, you overpower me with goodbreed- 
ing — He is the very pine apple of politeness ! You are ' 
not ignorant, Captain, that this giddy girl has, some- 
how, contrived to fix her affections on a beggarly, 
strolling, eves-dropping ensign, whom none of us havo 
seen, and nobody knows any thing of. 

C^« Ms. Oh, I have heard the silly affair before. 
Tm not at all prejudiced against her on that account, 
but it must be very distressing, indeed, ma'am. 

Mrs. Ml Oh, it gives me the hydrostatics, to such 
a degree ! 1 thought she had persisted from corre- 
sponding with him ; but, behold, this very day, I 
have interceded another letter from the fellow — I be- 
lieve I have it in my pocket. 

Cmti. Abs, O, the devil ! my last note! {Aside. 

mrs. M. Ay, here it is. 

Capt. Ahs. Ay, my note, indeed ! O, the little trai- 
tress, Lucy I [Aside. 

Mrs. M. There, perhaps you may know the writ- 
ing, [Gifoes kirn the Letter. 

Capt Abs. I think I have seen the hand before — 
yes, I certainly must have seen this hand before. — 

Mrs. M. Nay, but read it. Captain. 

Capt. Abs. [Reads.] My sbuVs idol^ my adored Ly* 
dia ! — Very tender, ii^dced ! 
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Mrs. M. Tender ! .ay, and profane too, o' my 
conscience I 

Capt. Abs. / am eicessively alarmed at the iAtelli- 
geace ymt send me, the more so as my nan rival 

Mrs. M. That's you, sir. 

Capt. Abs. Has universuUy the character of bang an 
accomplUAed gevtltmian, and a man of honour. — Well, 
that's handsome enough. 

Mrs. M. Oh, ihc fellow has some design in writing 

Capt. Ms. That he had, III answer for him, 

Mrs. M. But go on, sir — you'll see presently. 

Capt. Abs. As for the old vieather-beaten she-dra- 
gon, viho guards you — Who can he mean by ihalf 

Mrs. M. Me, sir — me — he means me there — what 
do you think now? — but go on a little further. 

Coft. Abs. Impudent scoundrel ! — it shall go hard 
but I will elude her vigilance; as I am told that the 
tame ridiculous vanitu, which makes her dress up her 
coarse features, and deck her dull chat with hard viordi 
•which she don't understand 

Mrs. M, There, sir, an attack upon my language! 
nhat do you think of thatP — an aspersion upon my 
parts of speech I was ever such a brute ! Sure, if I 
iTprehend any tbiug in this world, it is the use of my 
oracular tongue, and a. nice, derungemem of epi* 
taphs. 

Capt. Abs. lie deserves to be hanged and quarter- 
ed ! let me see — same ridiculous -canity 

Mrs. M. You need not read it again, sir! 

Capt. Abs. I lieg pardon, ma'am — dues also lay her 
open to the grossest deceptionafromjlattery andpreletided 
adjuration — an impudent coxcomb I— -jo that I hace 
a scheme to tee you shortly, with the old Harridans 
co/isenl, and even to make her a go-hetaecn in our in- 
lemiem.' Was ever such assurance I 

jSC"A Af. Did you ever hear any thing like it i~f 
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He'll elude my vigilance, will he ? — yes, yes ! — ha ! 
ha ! he's very likely to enter these doors ! — well try 
who can plot best ! 

Cmt* Aha. So we will, ma'am — so we will. — Ha ! 
har! ha! a conceited puppy! ha ! ha ! ha !— *-Well, 
hut Mrs. Malaprop, as the girl seems so infatuated 
by this fellow, suppose you were to wink at her cor- 
responding with him for a little time — let her even 
plot an elopement with him—then do you connive at 
her escape — while I, just in the nick, will have the 
fellow laid by the heels, and fairly contrive to carry 
her off in his stead. 

Mtm. JH. I am delighted with the scheme ; never 
was any thing better perpetrated ! 

Ca^, Aba, But, pray, could not I see the lady for 
a few minutes now \ — I should like to try her temper 
a little. 

Mra. M. Why, I don't know — I doubt she if not 
prepared for a visit of this kind. — There is a decorum 
in these matters. 

Capt. Aha. O Lord, she won't mind me! — only tell 
her, Beverley 

Mra.M. Sir! 

Copt. Aha. Gently, good tongue ! [Aside. 

Mra. M. What did you say of Beverley ? 

Capt* Aha. Oh, I was going to propose that you 
should tell her, by way of jest, that it was Beverley, 
who was below — she'd come down fast enough then 
—ha! ha! ha! 

Mra. M. Twould be a trick she well deserves — be- 
sides, you know the fellow tells her he'll get my con- 
sent to see her — ha ! ha ! — Let him, if he can, I say 
again. — Lydia, come down here ! [Calling,] He'Jl 
make me a go-between in their interviews ! — ha ! ha ! 
ha ! Come down, I say, Lydia ! — ^1 don't wonder at 
your laughing — ha! ha! ha! his impudence is truly 
ridiculous ! 
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Capt. Abs. Ti% very ridiculous, upon my soi 
ma'am ! — ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Mrs. M. The little hussy won't hear. — Well, I 
go and tell her at once who it is — she shall knc 
that Captain Absolute is come to wait on her.- 
And ril make her behave a^ becomes a young w 
man. 

Capt, Ahs. As you please, ma'am. 
. Mrs. M. For the present. Captain, your servant- 
Ah, you've not done laughing yet, I see — elude n 
vigilance! yes, yes — Ha! ha! ha,! [Ex 

Capt, Ahs, Ha ! ha ! ha ! one would think, no 
that i might throw off all disguise at once, and tei 
my prize with security — but such is Lydia's capric 
that, to undeceive, were probably to lose her. 1 
see whether she knows me. • 

[fValks asidcy and seems engaged in looking 
the Pictures. 

Enter Lydia. 

Li/dia, What a scene am I now to go througl 
surely nothing can be more dreadful than to be oblig 
to listen to the loathsome addresses of a stranger 
one's heart. — I have heard of giVls persecuted, a! 
am, who have appealed, in behalf of their favour 
lover, to the generosity of his rival : suppose I wc 
to try it — there stands the hated rival — an offic 
too ! — but, Oh, how unlike my Beverley ! — I wonc 
he don't begin — truly, he seems a very negligent wooc 
— quite at his ease, upon my word ! — I'll speak & 
— Mr. Absolute ! 

Capt, Abs. Ma'am ! '\Turns rout 

Lydia, O Heavens ! Beverley ! 

Capt, Abs, Hush ! — hush, my life ! — softly ! be r 
surprised ! 

Lydia, I am so astonished ! and so terrified I a 
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SO overjoyed! — for Heaven's sake, how came you 
here? 

Capi. Abs. BrieOy — 1 have deceived your aunt — 
1 was informed that my new rival was to visit here 
this evening, and, contriving to have him kept away, 
have passed myself on her for Captain Absolute. 

lA/dxa* Oh, charming! — And she really takes you 
for young Absolute ? 

Vapt, Ab$. Oh, she's convinced of it. 
. Lydia, Ha! ha! ha! I can't forbear laughing, to 
think how her sagacity is over*reached ! 

Copt. Abs, But we trifle with our precious mo«> 
ments — such another opportunity may not occur — 
then let me now conjure my kind, my condescending 
angel, to fix the time when I may rescue her from 
undeserving persecution, and, with a licensed warmth, 
plead for my reward. 

Lyiia, Will you then, Beverley, consent to forfeit 
that portion of my paltry wealth ? — that burden on 
the wings of love ? 

Copt. Abs, Oh, come to me — rich only thus — in 
loveliness ! — Bring no portion to me but thy love — 
'twill be generous in you, Lydia — for well you know, 
it is the only dower your poor Beverley can repay. 

Lydia, How persuasive are his words ! — ^how 
charming will poverty be with him ! 

EnUr Mrs. Malaprop, listening. 

Mrs. M. I am impatient to know how the little 
hussy deports herself. [Aside. 

Copt, Abs. So pensive, Lydia! — is then your 
warmth abated ? 

Mrs. M. Warmth abated ? — ^so ! — she has been in 
a passion, I suppose. 

Lydia. No — nor ever can, while I have life. 

Mrs, M. An illtemper^d little devil ! — She'll be ia 
a passion all her life-— will she ? 

r 
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Lydia^ Let her choice be Captain Absolute, but 
Beverley is mine. 

Mrs* Af. I am astonished at her assurance ! — to his 
face — this to his face ! 

Capt. Abs. Thus, then, let me enforce my suit 

[Kneeimg. 

Mrs. M. Ay — poor young man ! — down on his 
knees, entreating for pity ! — I can contain no longer •«» 
Why, thou vixen ! — I have overheard you. 

Capt. Abs» Oh, confound her vigilance ! [Aside, 

Mrs. M, Captain Absolute — I know not how to 
apologize for her shocking rudenes. 

Capt. Abs. So — airs safe, I find. [AsideJl I have 
hopes, madam, that time will bring the young 
lady 

Mrs, M. O, there's nothing to be hoped for from 
her ! she's as headstrong as an allegory on the banks 
of Nile. 

Lydia* Nay, madam, what do you charge me with 
now ? 

J^i)'^. M. Why, thou unblushing rebel — didn't 
you tell this gentleman to his face, that you loved 
another better? — didn't you say you never would be 
his ? 

Lydia. No, madam — I did not. 

Mrs. M. Good Heavens, what assurance !— «Lydia, 
Lydia, you ought to know that lying don't become a 
young woman ! — Didn't you boast that Beverley — 
that stroller, Beverley — possessed your heart ? — ^Tell 
me that, I say. 

Lydia. Tis true, ma'am, and none but Beverley — 
* Mrs. M. Hold ! — hold, assurance ! — you shall not 
be so rude. 

Capt. Abs. Nay, pray, Mrs. Malaprop, don't stop 
the young lady's speech : — she's very welcome to 
talk thus — ii does not hurt me in the least, I assure 
you. , 
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Mn.M. You are too good, Captain— too amiably 
patient ; — but corae with mc, miss — let us see you 
again* sooo, Captain — remember what we have 
fixed. 

Capt, Aba, I shall, ma'am. 

mra. M, Come, take a graceful leave of the gentle- 
man. 

I^dia. May every blessing wait on my Beverley, 
my loved Bev— »- 

Mrs. M. Hussy ! I'll choak the word in your 
throat !— -Come along — come along. 

[Exeunt seoeralfy — Captain Absolute kiss*- 
ing his Hand to Ltdia, M bs. Malapeop 
stopping her from speaking. 



SCENE IV. 



AcREs's Lodgings. 



Acres and ^David discovered — Acres as just 
'^ dressed. 

Acres. Indeed, David — dress does make a diffe- 
rence, David. 

David. Tis all in all, I think — difference! why, 
an' you were to go now to Clod Hall, I am certain 
the old lady wouldn't know you: Master Butler 
wouldn't believe his own eyes, and Mrs. Pickle would 
cry, ** Lard, presarve me !" our dairy maid would 
come giggling to the door, and I warrant Dolly Tes- 
ter, your honour's favourite, would blush like my 
waistcoat — Oons ! I'll hold a gallon, there an't a 
dog in the house, but would bark, and I question 
whether Philiis would wag a hair oiViet \;qc\\ 

F 2 
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Acres. Ay, David^ there's nothing like polisk- 
ing. 

David* So I says of your honour^s boots ; but the 
boy never heeds me ! 

Acres. But, David, has Mr. De la Grace been 
here ; I. must rub up my balancing, and chasing, and 
boring. 

David, ril call again, sir. 

Acres. Do — and see if there are any letters for mc 
at the Post Ofiice. 

David. I will.— By the mass, I can't help looking 

at your head ! — if 1 hadn't been by at the cooking, I 

wis^i I may die if I should have known the dish again 

myself! [Esii 

[Acres comes forwardy practicing a dancing 

Step. 

Acres. Sink, slide — coupee — Confound the first 
inventors of cotillions^ say I ! — they are as bad as al« 
gebra, to us country gentlemen — 1 can walk a rainuel 
easy enough, when I am forced ! — and 1 have beer 
accounted a good stick in a couutry-dance. — Oddi 
jiggs and tabors i — 1 never valued your cross-over twc 
couple — figure in — right and left — and I'd foot it witi 
e'er a captain in the country ! — but these outlandisl 
heathen allemandes and cotillions are quite beyonc 
me ! — I shall never prosper at them, that's sure — 
mine are true-born English legs — they don't under 
stand their curs'd French lingo ! — their pds this, anc 
p^ that, and pds t'other ! — damme! my feet don'l 
like to be called paw^ ! 

Ent&r Da VIP. 

David. Here is Sir Lucius OTrigger, to wait or 
you, sir. 
Acres, Show him in. [Exit David. 

Enter Sir Lucius O'Trigger. 
Sir L. Mr, Acre»f I am deligjhted to embrace you. 
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. Acres, My dear Sir Liicius, I kiss your bands. 
' Sir L. Pray, my friend, what has brought you so) 
^ddenly to Bath ? 

Acres, Taith, I have followed Cupid's Jack-a»Lan« 
tern, and find myself in a quagmire at last!-— In 
short, I have been very ill used, Sir Lucius. I don't 
chase to mention names, but look on me as a very 
ill used gentleman. 
CjStr L. Pray, what is the case ? — I ask no names* J^ 

Acres. MArk me. Sir Lucius; I fall las deep as 
need be in love with a young lady — her friends take 
my part-^I follow her to Bath — send word of my ar- 
rival; and receive answer, that the lady is to be 
otherwise disposed of. This, Sir Lucius, 1 call being 
ijilused. ^ 

'' Sir L, Very ill, upon my conscience ! — Pray, can i 
'^ou divine the cause of it ? , 

^ Acres. Why, there's the matter: she has another 
lover, one Beverley, who, I am told, is now in Bath. 
— Odds slanders and lies ! he must be at the bottom 
of it. 

' Sir L, A rival in the case, is there ? — and you 
Uhink he has supplanted you unfairly ? 

Acres. Unfairly ! to be sure he has. He never 
could have done it fairly. 
■Sir L. Then sure you know what is to be done! 

licres. Not I, upon my soul ! 
. Sir L, We wear no swords here, but you under- 
:$tand me ? 

Acres. What! fight him! 

Sir L. Ay, to be sure : what can I mean else ? 

Acres. But he has given me no provocation. 

Sir L, Now, I think he has given you the greatest 
provocation in the world. Can a man commit a 
more heinous offence against another, than to fall in 
love with tbe same woman? Oh, by my soul, it is the 
most unpardonable breach of friendship. 

Jcre$, Breach of friendship! Ay, «iy \ \»\\.\\\v^t 

F 
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no acquaintance with this man. I never saw him in 
my life. 

r Sir L. That's no argument at all — ^he has the lesi^ 
fright then to take such a liberty. J 

Acres. *Ga,dy that's true — I grow full of anger. Sir 
Lucius ! — I fire apace ! odds hilts and blades; I find 
a man may have a deal of valour in him, and not 
know it ! But couldn't I contrive to have a little right 
of my side? 

Sir L. What the devil signifies right, when yontt, 
honour is concerned? do you think, AchiUes, or my 
little Alexander the Great ever inquired where the \ 
right lay ? No, by my soul, they drew their broad / 
swords, and left the lazy sons of peace to settle the/ 
justice of it. 

. Acres. Your words are a grenadier's march to my 
heart! I believe courage must be catching! — I cer- 
tainly do feel a kind of valour rising as it were — a 
kind of courage, as 1 may say — odds fiints, pans, and 
triggers ! I'll challenge him directly. 

Sir L. Ah, my little friend ! if I had Blunderbuss 
Hall here — I could show you a range of ancestry, in 
the OT rigger line, that would furnish the New Room; 
every one of whom had killed his man! — For though 
the mansion house and dirty acres have slipped 
through my fingers, I thank Heaven our honour and 
the family pictures are as fresh as ever. 

Acres, Oh, Sir Lucius ! I have had ancestors too ! 
— every man of them colonel or captain in the militia I 
— odds balls and barrels ! say no more — I'm braced 
for it. — The thunder of your words has soured the 
milk of human kindness in my breast? — Z — ds ! as 
the man in the play says, *' I could do such deeds" — ^^. 

Sir L, Come, come; there must be no passion at 
^^all in the case — these things should always be done 
civillv. 

Acres, I must be in a passion. Sir Lucius — I roust 
ifc in a rage — ^Dear Sir Lucius, let me be in a rage, if 
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you love me. Come, here's pen and paper. [Sifa 

d&am to vrite^ I would the ink were red ! — Indite, I 
aay> indite ! — How shi»ll 1 be^in ! Odds bullets and 
blades ! Til write a good bold hand, however. 
• ^ir L. Pray, compose yourself 

Acres. Come — now, shall I begin with an oath ? 
Do, Sir Lucius, let me begin with a damme ! 
/ Sir L. Pho! pho! do the thing decently, and 
^like a christian. Begin now — Sir 
Acres. That's too civil by half. 
fSir L. To prevent the confusum that might arise — 

"^cres. Well 

>ir L. From our both addressing the same lady- 



feres. Ay — there's the reason — same lady- 
Well 



^Sir L. I shall expect the honour oft/our company'-;' 
jh:res. Z — ds ! I'm not asking him to dinner ! 

.Sir L. Pray, be easy^- 
Acres. Well, then, honour of your company 

'Sir L. To settle our pretensions'-^ — 

Acres, Well 

Sir L, Let .me see — ay, King's Mead-fields will 
do in King's Mead-fields. 

' Acres. So, that's done. — Well, I'll fold it up pre- 
sently ; my own crest?— a hand and dagger, shall be 
the seal. 

Sir L, You see, now, this little explanation witl 
put a stop at once to all confusion or misunderstand- 
' ing that might arise between you. 
^^wfcre*. Ay, we fight to prevent any misunderstand- 
ing. 

Sir L. Now, I'll leave you to ^x your own time.— 
Take my advice, and you'll decide it this evening if 
you can ; then, let the worst come of it, 'twill be off 
your mind to-morrow. 

Acres, Very true. 

Sir X. So I shall see nothing more of you, unless 
it be by letter, till the evening, — I would do wv^s"<d^ 
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the honour to carry yc ur message ; but, to tell you a 
secret, I believe I shall have just such another affiur 
on my own hands. There is a gay captain here, who 
put a jest on me lately, at the expense of my coun- 
try, and I only want to fall in with the gentleman, to 
call him out. 

Acres, By my' valour, I should like to sec you fight 
first ! Odds life, I should like to see you kill him, if it 
was only to get a little lesson 1 

Sir L. I shall be very proud of instructing you.— 

Well, for the present but remember now, when 

you meet your antagonist, do every thing in a mild 
and agreeable manner. — Let your courage be as keen^ 
but, at the same time, as polished, as your sword. 

[Exeunt seoeitdbl^ 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 



AcREs's Lodgings, 

Acres and David* 

Daoid. Then, by the mass, sir, I would do &o suck 
thing ! — ne'er a Sir Lucius OTrigger in the king- 
dom should make me fight, when I wa'n't so minded. 
Oons ! what will the old lady say, when she hears 
o't ! 

Acres. But my honour, David, my honour! I 
jijust be very careful of my honour. 
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. David* Ayy by the mass! and I would be verycare- 
fftl of it, and 1 think in return nfty honour couldn't 
do less than to be very careful of me. 

Acres. Odds blades ! David, no gentleman will ever 
risk the loss of his honour ! 

Dmnd* I say, then, it would be but civil in honour 
never to risk the loss of a gentleman. — Lookye, master, 
this honour seems to me to be a marvellous false 
friend , ay, truly, a very courtier like servant. — Put 
the case, 1 was a gentleman (which, thank God, no one 
can say of me) ; well — my honour makes me quarrel 
with another gentleman of my acquaintance. — So— 
we fight. (Pleasant enough that) Boh ! — I kill him — 
(the morels my luck.) Now, pray, who gets the pro- 
it of it? — why, my honour.-*-But put the case that 
he kills me ! by the mass ! 1 go to the worms, and my 
honour whips over to my enemy. 

Acres, No, David, in that case ! — Odds crowns and 
laurels ! your honour follows you to the grave. 

David. Now, that's just the place were I could 
vake a shift to do without it. 

Acres. Z — ds ! David, you are a coward ! — It 
doesn't become my valour to listen to you. — What, 
shall I disgrace my ancestors ? — ^1 hink of that, David 
—think what it would be to disgrace my ancestors ? 

David, Under favour, the surest way of not disgrac- 
ing them, is to keep as long as you. can out of their 
company. Lookye now, master, to go to them in such 
haste — with an ounce of lead in your brains — I should 
think it might as well be let alone. Our ancestors 
are very good kind of folks'; but they are the last peo- 
ple I should chuse to have a visiting acquaintance 
with. 

Acres, But, David, now, you don't think there is 
such very, very, very great danger, hey t — odds life ! 
people often fight without any mischief done ! 

David' By the mass, I think 'tis ten to one against 
you ! — Oons ! here to meet some \\oti-\L^^^^ ^^sjw ^ 
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I warrant, with his d-^ned double barrelled swords, 
and cut-and-thrust pistols ! Lord bless us ! it makes 

me tremble to think o't those be such desperate 

bloody minded weapons I well,. I never could abide 
them ! — from a child I never could fancy them !— I ; 
suppose there an't been so merciless a beast in the 
world as your loaded pistol ! 

Acres. Z — dsl I won't be afraid — odds fire and. 
fury! you shan't make me afraid.— Here is the 
challenge, and 1 have sent for my dear friend, Jack 
Absolute, to carry it for me. 

David. Ay, i'the name of mischief, let him be the 
messenger. — For my part, I wouldn't lend a hand to 
it for the best horse in^our stable. By the mass ! it 
don't look like another letter 1 — it is, as I may say, a 
designing and malicious looking letter ! — and 1 virar- 
rant smells of gunpowder, like a soldier's pouch 1— 
Oons 1 I wouldn't swear it mayn't go off! 

Acres, Out, you poltroon ! — ^you han't the valour 
of a grasshopper. 

David, Well, I say no more — 'twill be sad news, 
to be sure, at Clod Hall ! — but I ha' done. — How 
Phillis will howl, when she hears of it ! — ay, poor 
bitch, she little thinks what shooting her master^s 
going after ! — and I warrant old Crop, who has car- 
ried your honour, field and road, these ten years, will 
curse the hour he was born I [fVkimperingm 

Acres, It won't do, David — I am determined to 
fight — so get along, you coward, while I'm in the 
mind. 

David, Good b'ye, master. [Whimpering, 

Acres » Get along, you cowardly, dastardly, croak* 
ing raven. [Exit David. 

Enter Captain Absolute. 

Capt, Abs. What's the matter, Bob ? 
Acres. A vile, sheep-hearted blockhead ! — If I hadn't 
f/iif valour of l^t, George, and ^he diagpn to boot--** 
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C(q>i. Abs. But what did you want, with me, Bob? 

Acres. Oh ! — there — \Gifoe$ km the Ckattenge. 

Capt. Abs. To Ensign Beverley, So — what's going 
en now ! {Adde.'\ Weil, what's this? 

Acres. A challenge ! 

Capt. Abs. Indeed ! — Why, you won*t fight him ; 
wilt you, Bob ? 

Acres. 'Egad, but I will, Jack. — Sir Lucius has 
wrought me to it. He has left me full of rage — and 
ril fight this evening, that so much good passion 
mayn't be wasted. 

Capt. Abs. But what have I to do with this ? 

Acres. Why, as I think you know something of this 
fellow, I want you to find him out for me, and give 
him this mortal defiance. 

Capt. Abs. Well, give it me, and trust me he gets 
it. 

Acres. Thank you, my dear friend, my dear Jack ; 
but it is giving you a great deal of trouble. 

Capt. Abs. Not in the least — I heg you won't men- 
tion it. — No trouble in the world, I assure you. 

Acrest You are vtry kind. What it is to have 

a friend ! — you couldn't be my second — could you, 
Jack ? ^ 

Capt. Abs. Why no. Bob — not in this affair — it 
would not be quite so proper. 

Acres. Well, ihen I must get my friend, Sir Lucius. 
I shall have your good wishes, however. Jack. 

Capt. Abs. Whenever he meets you, believe me. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir Anthony Absolute is below, inquiring for 
the Captain. 

Capt. Abs. I'll come instantly. Well, my little 
hero, success attend you. [Going. 

Acres, Stay, stay, Jack.— If Beverley should ask 
vou what kind of a man your friend Acres is, do tell 
him I am a devil of a fellow — will ^ou^ S^V.\ 
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Capt. Ahs. To be sure I shall. V\\ say you are a 
determined dog — hey, Bob? 

Acres. Ay, do, do — and if that frightens htn, 
'egad, perhaps he mayn't come. So tell him I gene- 
rally kill a roan a week ; will you, Jack? 

Capt. Abs. I will, I will ; 111 say you are called, ia 
the country, " Fighting Bob." 

Acres, Right, right — ^'tis all fo prevent mischief; 
for I don't want to take his life, if 1 clear my honourl 

Capt, Abs. No !-*that's very kind of you. 

Acres, Why, you don't wish me to kill hint, do yoUf 
Jack ? 

Capt. Abs. No, upon my soul, I do not. But a 
devil of a fellow, hey ? \Going* 

Acres. True, true — But stay — stay, Jack — ^you may 
add, that you never saw mc in such a rage before^ 
a most devouring rage ! 

Capt, Abs. I will, I will. 

Acres. Remember, Jack — a determined dog! 

Capt. Abs. Ay, ay, « Fighting Bob." 

[Exeunt severatfyi 



SCENE II. 



Mrs. Malaprop's Lodgings. 

Mrs. Malaprop and Ltdia. 

Mrs. M. Why, thou perverse one! — tell me what 
you can object to him? — Isn't he a handsome man? 
— tell me that. — A genteel man ? a pretty figure of a 
roan? 

Ltfdia. She little thinks whom she is praising! 
[Aside."] So is Beverley, ma'am. 
A^^» M. No caparisons, miss, if you please.— 
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Caparisons don't become a young woman. — No! Cap- 
tain Absolute is indeed a fine gentleman. 

l^dia. Ajf the Captain Absolute you have seen. - 

[Aiide. 

Mrs. M. Then he's so well bred ;— so full of ala* 
crity, and adulation ! — I protest, when I saw him, I 
thought of what Hamlet says in the play : — *^ Hespe* 
rian cuHs — the front of Job himself ! — an eye, like 
March, to threaten at command! — a station, like 
Harry Mercury, new" — Something about kissing — on 
a hill— however, the similitude struck me directly. 

Lydia, How enraged she'll be 'presently, when sh« 
discovers her mistake ! [Aside, 

Enter Servant* 

Sero. Sir Anthony and Captain Absolute are be^ 
low, ma'am. 

Mrs. M. Show them up here. [Exit Servant.] 
Now, Lydia, I insist on your behaving as becomes a 
young woman. — Show your good breeding, at least, 
though you have forgot your duty. 

Lydia, Madam, 1 have told you my resolution ! — I 
shall not only give him no encouragement, but I won't 
•ven speak to, or look at him. 

[Flings herself into a Chair, with her Face from 
the Door, 

Enter Sir Anthony and Captain Absolute. 

Sir Anth, Here we are, Mrs. Malaprop ; come to 
mitigate the frowns of unrelenting beauty, — and diffi- 
culty enough I had to bring this fellow — I don't know 
what's the matter; but if 1 had not held him by force, 
he'd have given me the slip. 

Mrs, M. You have infinite trouble, Sir Anthony, in 
the aflbir. — 1 am ashamed for the cause I Lydia, Ly* 
dia, rise, 1 beseech you ! — pay your respects ! 

[Aside to her. 

Sir Anth. I hope^ madam, that M\%% Vi»^w^>iv%W%s> 

Q 
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refii^ted on the worth of this gentleman^ and the re- 
gard due to her auQt's choice,Nand my alliance. — Now, 
Jack, speak to her. [4side to him. 

Capt. Abs. What the devil shall I do ! [Aside^ — 
You see, sir, she won't even look at me, whilst you are 
here. — I knew she wouldn't ! — I told you so — Let me 
entreat you, sir, to leave us together l^ 

Captain Absolute seems lo expostulate with 
his Father. 

Lydia^ [Aside.'] I wonder I ha'nt heard my aunt 
exclaim yet ! sure she can't have looked at him ! per- 
haps their, regimentals are alike, and she is something 
blind. 

Sir Anth. I say, sir, I won't stir a foot yet. 

Mrs, M. I am sorry to say, Sir Anthony, that mr 
affluence over my niece is very small. — ^Tum.roundy 
Lydia, I blush for you ! \,4^P toAer. 

Sir Anth. May I not flatter myself, that Miss Lan- 
guish will assign what cause of dislike she can have 
to my son 1-^why don't you begin, Jack ? — Speak, 
you puppy — speak I [Aside to him* 

Mrs. M. It is impossible, Sir Anthony, she can 
have any, — She will not say she has. — Answer, hussy ! 
why don't you answer? [Aside to her. 

. Sir Anth. Then, madam, I trust that a childish 
and hasty predilection wil be no bar to Jack's happi- 
• ness. — Z — ds ! sirrah ! why don't you speak ? 

[Aside to him* 

Lydia. \Aside^ I think my lover seems as little in- 
clined to conversation as myself. — How strangely blind 
my aunt must be! 

Capt. Abs. Hem! hem! Madam — hem! [Absolute 
attempts to speak, then returns to Sir Anthony]— 
'Faith ! sir, I am so confounded ! — and so — so — con- 
fused ! — I told you I should be so, sir, — I knew it. — 
The — the — tremor of my passion entirely takes away 
my presence of mind. 
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Sir Anth. But it don't take away your voice, fool, 
does it } — Go up, and speak to her directly ! 

[Absolute makes sigfu to Mrs. Malaprop, 
to leave them together. 

Mrs, M, Sir Anthony, shall we leave them toge- 
ther ? — Ah ! you stubborn little vixen ! [Aside to her. 

Sir Anth. Not yet, ma'am, not yet! — what the 
devil are you at? unlock your jaws, sirrah, or — 

[Aside to him, 

Copt. Abs, [Draws near Lydi A.] Now Heav'n send 
she may be too sullen to look round I — I must dis* 
guise my voice. [Aside. — Speaks in a low hoarse tone. 
— Will not Miss Languish lend an ear to the mild ac- 
cents of true love ? — Will not 

Sir AM. What the devil ails the fellow ?— Why 
don't you speak out ? — not stand croaking like a frog 
in a quinsey ! 

Ci^t. Abs. The — the — excess of my awe, and my — 
my — my modesty, quite choak me ! 

Sir Anth. Ah ! your modesty again ! — I'll tell you 
inrhat, Jack; if you don't speak out directly, and glibly 
too, I shall be in such a rag^! — Mrs. Malaprop, I 
wish the lady would favour us with something more 
than a side-front. 

[Mrs. Malaprop seems to chide Ltdia. 

Ciqtt. Abs. So ! — all will out, I see ! 

[Goes up to Lydia, speaks softly. 
Be not surprised, my Lydia, suppress all surprise at 
present. 

Lydia. [Aside,] Hea^ns! 'tis Beverley's voice!— 
Sure he can't have imposed on Sir Anthony too! 

[Looks round by degrees^ then staHs up^ 
Is this possible ! — my Beverley ! — how can this be i 
— my Ekverley? 

Capt.Abs. Ah! 'tis all over! [Aside. 

Sir Anth. Beverley ! — the devil — Beverley ! — What 
can the girl mean ? — ^This is my son. Jack Absolute. 

Mrs. m. For »hame^ hussy I fox ^Yk^LXSvaX-p— ^«>^^ 

o2 
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head runs so on that fellow^ that you have him al- 
ways in your eyes !— beg Captain Absolute's pardon, 
directly. 

Lydia. I sec no Captain Absolute, but my loved 
Beverley ! 

Sir Anth, Z ds! the girl's madl — her brain's 

turned, by reading ! 

Mrs. M, O' my conscience, I believe so ! — what do 
you mean by Beverley, hussy ? — You saw Captain 
Absolute betore to-day ; there he is — your husband, 
that shall be. 

Lydia. With all my soul, ma'am — when I refuse my 
Beverley 

Sir Anth, Oh ! she's as mad as Bedlam ! — or has 
this fellow, been playing us a rogue's trick! — Come 
here, sirrah, who the devil are you ? 

Capt. Abs, 'Faith, sir, I am not quite clear myself; 
but I'll endeavour to recollect. 

Sir Anth, Are you my son or not ? — answer for 
your mother, you dog, if you won't for me. 

Mrs, M, Ay, sir, who are you ? O mercy ! I be- 
gin to suspect ! — « 

Capt. Abs, Ye powers of impudence, befriend me ! 
[Aside,"] Sir Anthony, most assuredly I am your wife's 
son ; and that 1 sincerely believe myself to be yours 
also, I hope my duty has always shown. — Mrs. Mala« 
prop, I am your most respectful admirer — and shall 
be proud to add affectionate nephew. — I need not tell 
my Lydia, that she sees her faithful Beverley, who, 
knowing the singular generosity of her temper, as- 
sumed that name, and a station, which has proved a 
test of the most disinterested love, which he now hopes 
to enjoy in a more elevated character. 

Lydia. So ! — there will be no elopement after all ! 

{Sidlenly. 

Sir Anth, Upon my soul. Jack, thou art a very im- 
/>udent fellow ! To do you justice, 1 think I never saw 
a. piece of mote consiftnmate as&utauce I 
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Capt Aha, Oh, you flatter me^siry — ^you compliment 
— 'tis my modesty you know, sir — my modesty, that 
bas stood in my way. 

Sir Anth, Well, I am glad you are not the dull, in- 
sensible varlet you pretended to be, however ! — I'm 
glad you have made a fool of your father, you dog — 

I am-^ So this was your penitence, your duty, and 

obedience! — I thought it was d — n'd sudden — You 
never heard their names before, not you ! — What, the 
Languishes of Worcestershire, hey? — if you could 
please me in the affair, 'twas all you desired ! — ^Ah ! 
you dissembling villain! — What ! [Fointingto Ltdia.] 
she squints, don't she? — a little red haired girl! — 
hey ?— Why, you hypocritical young rascal — I won- 
der you a'n't ashamed to hold up your head ! 

Capt. Abs. 'Tis with difficulty, sir — I am confused 
•—very much confused, as you must perceive. 

Mrs. M, O lud ! Sir Anthony f — a new light 
breaks in upon me ! — hey ! — how ! what ! Captain, 
did you write the letters, then ? — What ! — am I to 
thank you for the elegant compilation of ** an old 
weather-beaten she-dragon" — hey ? — O mercy ! — was 
it you that reflected on my parts of speech ? 

Capt. Ahs. Dear sir ! my modesty will be over* 
powered at last, if you don't assist me. — I shall cer- 
tainly not be able to stand it !) 

Sir Anth. Come, come, Mrs. Malaprop, we must 
forget and forgive ; — odds life ! matters have taken so 
clever a turn all of a sudden, that I could fiml in my 
heart, to be so good-humoured! and so gallant! — 
hey ! Mrs. Malaprop ! 

Mrs, M, Well, Sir Anthony, since you desire it, 
we will not anticipate the past; — so mind, young 
people — our retrospection will now be all to the future. 

Sir Anth. Come, we must leave them together ; 
Mrs. Malaprop, they long to fly into each other's arms, 
I warrant ! — Jack — isn't the check as 1 said, hey ? — 
and the eye, you rogue ! — and the \v^ — Vv^'^ \ Q,wft»% 

g5 
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Mrs. Malapropy we'll not disturb their tenderness — 

theirs is the time of life for happiness I " Youth's 

the season made for joy* — [Sings.] — hey ! — Odds life ! 
I'm in such spirits, — 1 don't know what I could not do! 
— Permit me, ma'am — [Crives his Hand to Mas. Mal- 
APROP; [Sings*] Tol-de-rol — ^'gad I should like to 
have a little fooling myself — ^Tol-de-rol! de-rol! 
[Exit singings and handing Mrs. Ma la prop. Ly- 
DiA sits sullenly in the Chair, 

Capt.Abs. So much thought bodes me no goodl 
[Aside,] — So grave, Lydia! 

Lydia, Sir! 

Capt, Ahs, So ! egad ! I thought as much ! — that 
damned monosyllable has froze me ! [Aside^ — What, 
Lydia, now that we are as happy in our friends' con- 
sent, as in our mutual vows 

Lydiq. Friends' consent, indeed ! [Peevisklt/, 

Capt, Ahs, Come, come, we must lay aside some of 
our romance — a little wealth and comfort may be 
endured after all. And for your fortune, the lawyers 
shall make such settlements as 

Lydia. Lawyers ! I hate lawyers ! 

Capt. Ahs, Nay, then, we will not wait for their 
lingering forms, but instantly procure the license^ 
and 

Lydia, The license ! — T hate license ! 

Capt. Ahs. Oh, my love! be not so unkind! — thus 
let me entreat [Kneeling. 

Lydia. Pshaw ! — what signifies kneeling, when you 
know I must have you ? 

Capt. Ahs. [Bmng^ Nay, madam, there shall be 
no constraint upon your inclinations, 1 promise you, 
— If I have lost your heart,r— I resign the rest. — ^'Gad, 
I must try what a little spirit will do. [Aside, 

Lydia. [Rising^ Then, sir, let me tell you, the in- 
terest you had there was acquired by a mean, un- 
manly, imposition, and deserves the punishment of 
fraud. — Wh&tf you have becR treating me like a child ! 
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— ^humouring my romance ! and laughing, I suppose, 
at your success ! 

Capi, Abs. You wrong me, Lydia, you wrong me — 
only hea r 

Jj^dM, So,while I fondly imagined we were deceiving 
aiy relations, 9nd flattered myself that I should outwit 
and incense them all — behold myhopes are to be crushed 
at once, by my aunt's consent and approbatiop — and 
I am myself the only diipe at last I [IValking about in 
a ^eo^.J— But here, sir, here is the picture — Beverley's 
picture ! [Taking a Miniature from her Bosom,] which I 
hare worn, night and day, in spite of threats and entrea- 
ties ! — ^Therc, sir, [Flings it to him.] and be assured, I 
throw the original from my heart as easily. 

Copt, Abs, Nay, nay, ma'am, we will not differ as 
to that — here, [Taking out a Picture,] here is Miss 
Lydia Languish, — What a difference ! — ay, there is 
the heavenly assenting smile, that first gave soul and 
spirit to my hopes ! — those are the lips, which sealed a 
vow, as yet scarce dry in Cupid's calendar ! — and 
there the half resentful blush, that would have 
checked the ardour of my thanks. — Well, all that's 
past ; — all over indeed ! — There, madam — in beauty, 
that copy is not equal to you, but in my mind, its 
merit over the original, in being still the same, is such 
—that — I cannot find in my heart to part with it. 

[Puts it up again. 
Lydia. [Softening,] Tisyonr own doing, sir — I, I, 
I suppose you are perfectly satisfied. 

Capt. Abs. Oh, roost certainly — sure now, this is 
much better than being in love! — ha! ha! ha! — 
there's some spirit in this I — What signifies breaking 
some scores of solemn promises; — all that's of no 
consequence, you know. — To be sure people will say, 
that Miss didn't know Lerown mind — but nevermind 
that: — OTy perhaps, they may be illaatured enough 
to hint, that the gentleman grew tired of the lady, and 
forsook her — but don t let that fret you* 
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Lydia, There's no bearing this insolence ! 

[Bursts int^ tears. 

Enter Mrs. Malap&op and Sir Anthostt. 

Mrs.M. [En/friftg'.] Come, we must interrupt your 
billing and cooing a while. 

Lydia, This is worse than your treachery and de- 
ceit, you base ingrace. [Sobbmg, 
Sir Anth. What the devil's the matter now!-^- 
Z — ds!.Mrs. Malaprop, this is the odd^t billing 
and cooing I ever heard ! — but what the deuce is the 
meaning of it ? — I'm quite astonished I 
Copt, Abs. Ask the lady, sir. 
Mrs.M, Oh, mercy! — I'm quite analys'd, for my 
part! — why Lydia, what is the reason of this? 
Lydia. Ask the gentleman, ma'am. 
Sir Anth. Z — ds ! I shall be in a phrenzy !— 
why. Jack, you are not come out to be any one else, 
are you ? 

Mrs. M, Ay, sir, there's no more trick, is there ? 
— you are not, like Cerberus, three gentlemen at once •> 
are you ? 

Capt. Abs. You'll not let me speak — I say the lady 
can account for this much better than I can. 

Lydia. Ma'am, you once commanded me never to 
think of Beverley again — there is the man — I now 
obey you: — for, from this moment, I renounce him for 
ever. [Exit Lydia. 

Mrs. M. O mercy and miracles ! what a turn here is 
— ^why sure. Captain, you haven't behaved disrespect- 
fully to my niece ? 

Sir Anth. Ha I ha ! ha !— ha ! ha ! ha ! — now I 
see it — Ha ! ha ! ha ! — now I see it — you have been 
too lively. Jack. 

Capt, Abs. Nay, sir, upon my word 

Sir Anth. Come, no lying. Jack — I'm sure 'twas 
so. 
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Mrs. Mi O lud ! Sir Anthony ! — O fiej Captain. 

Capt, Aba. Upon my soul, ma'am 

Sir AtUh, Come, no excuses, Jack ; — why your 
father, you rogue, was so before you : — the blood of 
the Absolutes was always impatient. — Ha ! ha ! ha ! 
poor little Lydia ! — why you've frightened her, you 
dog, you have ! 

Cc^. Ab$. By all that's good, sir 

Sir Anik, Z— -dt 1 say no more, I tell you— Mrs. 
Malaprop shall make your peaces — You must make 
kis. peace, Mrs. Malaprop : — ^you must tell her, 'tis 
Jack's way — tell her, 'tis all our ways — it runs in the 
blood of our family! — Come, away, Jack, ha! ha! 
ha! Mrs. Malaprop — a young villain! 

[Pushes him out. 

Mrs, Af. Oh, Sir Anthony ! — O Se^ Captain. 

[Exeunt severally* 



SCENE III. 



The North Parade. 



linger Sir Lucius OTrigobr. 

Sir L. I wonder where this Captain Absolute hides 
himself.— Upon my conscience 1 — these officers are 
always in one's way, in love affairs: — I remember I 
might have married Lady Dorothy Carmine, if it had 
not been for a little rogue of a Major, who ran away 
with her before she could get sight of mel — And I 
wonder what it is the ladies can see in them, to be 
so fond of them — unless it be a touch of the old ser- 
pent in them, that makes the little creatures be 
caught, like vipers^ with a bit of red clolU. — \U3ok^ 
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isn't this the captain coming ? — Yaith it is ! — ^There is 
a probability of succeeding about that fellow, that 
is mighty provoking ! who the devil is he talking to ? 

[Siepi atide. 

Enter Catt. Absolute. 

Capt, Abs, To what fine purpose have I been plot-* 
ting ! a noble reward for all my schemes, upon my 
soul !— a little gipsy ! — I did not think her so d — n'd 
absurd either. — 'Sdeath, I never was in a worse hu- 
mour in all my life !-^I could cut my own throat, or 
any other person's, with the greatest pleasure in the 
world ! 

Sir L. O, 'faith ! Vm in the luck of it.— I nievcr 
could have found him in a sweeter temper for my pur- 
pose — to be sure I'm just come in the nick ! now to enter 
into conversation with him, and so quarrel genteely. 
[Sir Lucius goes vp to Absolute.] — with regard to 
that matter, Captain, 1 must beg leave to differ in opi- 
nion with you. 

Capt. Abs. Upon my word, then, you must be a 
very subtle disputant : — ^because, sir, I happened just 
then to be giving no opinion at all. 

Sir L, That's no reason. — For, give me leave to tell 
you, a man may think an untruth, as well as speak 
one. 

Capt. Abs. Very true, sir ; but if a man never utters 
his thoughts, I should think they might stand a 
chance of escaping controversy. 

Sir L, Then, sir, you differ in opinion with me, 
which amounts to the same thing. 

Capt. Abs. Harkye, Sir Lucius, what you can 
drive at, unless you mean to quarrel with me, I can- 
not conceive ! 

Sir L. I humbly thank you, sir, for the quickness 
of your apprehension ; [Bofwing^ you have named ^he 
rery thing I would be at. 
Cap^ Abs, Very well, rir, — ^l *hall certainly not 
S 
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baulk your inclinations but I should be glad you 

would please to explain your motives. 

Sir Ln Pray, sir, be • easy — the quarrel is a very 
pretty quarrel, as it stands — we should only spoil it, 
by trying to explain it, — However, your *memory is 
very short — or you could not have forgot an affront 
you passed on me within this week.— So, no more, 
but name your time and place. 

Ci^t, Ab$. Well, sir, since you are so bent on it, 
the sooner the better;— ^let it be this evening — here by 
the Spring Gardens^ — We shall scarcely be inter- 
rupted. 

Sir L. 'Faith ! that same interruption, in affairs of 

this nature, shows very great ill breeding, 1 don't 

know what's the reason, but in England, if a thing of 
this kind gets wind, people make such a pother, that 
a gentleman can never fight in peace and quietness. — 
.However, if it's the same to you. Captain, I should 
take it as a particular kindness, if you'd let us meet in 
King^s Mead-fiields, as a little business will call me 
there about six o'clock, and I may dispatch both 
matters at once. 

Capt. Ahs, Tis the same to me, exactly, — A little 
after six, then, we will discuss this matter more 
seriously. 

Sir L. If you please, sir; there will be very pretty 
small-sword light, though it won't Ao for a long 
shot. — So that matter^s settled! and my mind's at 
ease. [Exii^ 

Enter Faulkl AST) y meeting Cavtaith Absolute. 

Capt, Abs. Well met. — I was going to look for you, 
-—Oh, Faulkland ! all the demons of spite and dis- 
appointment have conspired against me! I'm so vexed, 
that if I had not the prospect of a resource, in being 
knocked o'the head by and by, I should scarce bav«K 
spirits to tell you the cause. 
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Faulk, What can you mean ? Has Lydia changed 

her mind } — I should have thought her duty and 
inclination would now have pointed to the same 
object, 

Capt, Abs. Ay, just as the eyes do of a person who 
squints: — when her love eye was fixed on roe — 
t'other— her eye of duty, was finely obliqued: — 
but when duty bid her point that the same way — 
off t'other turned on a swivel, and secured its retreat 
with a frown ! 

Faulk, But what's the resource you 

Capt, Abs. Oh, to wind up the whole, a goodnatured 
Irishman here, has [Mimicking Sir Lucius.] begged 
leave to have the pleasure of tutting my throat — and 
I mean to indulge him — that's ail. 

Faulk. 'Prythec, be serious. 

Capt. Abs. 1'is fact, upon my soul.— Sir Lucius 
OTrigger— you know him by sight— -for some afiront, 
which I am sure I never intended, has obliged me to 
meet him this evening, at six o'clock, — ^'tis on that 
account I wished to nee you —you must go with 
me. 

Faulk. Nay, there must be some mistake, sure. 
— Sir Lucius shall explain himself — and 1 dare say 
matters may be accommodated : — but this evening, did 
you say ? — I wish it had been any other time. 

Capt. Abs, Why ? there will be light enough : — 
there will (as Sir Lucius says) " be very pretty small* 
Aword light, though it will not do for a long shot"— » 
Confound his long shots ! 

Faulk. But I am myself a good deal ruffled, by a 
difference I have had with Julia — my vile, tormenting 
temper, has made me treat her so cruelly, that I shall 
not be myself till- we are reconciled. 

Capt, Abs. By Heavens, Faulkland, you don't de« 
»erve her ! 
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Enter Servant : gives Faulkland a Letter. 

. Faulk. O Jack ! this is from Juli^ ; I dread to 
open it ; I fear it may be to take a last leavo — per- 
h^s to bid me retura her letters, and restore — Oh, 
how I suffer for my folly ! 

Capt, Ahs, Here — let me see — [Takes the Letter^ 
and opens it^ Ay, a final sentence, indeed ! 'tis all 
over with you, 'faith ! 

Faulk* Nay, Jack, don't keep me in suspense. 

Capt. Abs. Hear, then. 

As I am convinced, that my dear Faulkland's own re- 
JtfCtions have already vpbraided him for his last unkind" 
ness to me, I will not add a word on the subject, — I 
wish to speak with you, as soon as possible. 

Yours ever, and truly, 

Julia. 
There's stubbornness and resentment for you ! [Gives 
him the Letter.] Why, man, you don't seem one whit 
the happier at this ! 

Faulk. Oh, yes, I am— but — but — 
Capt. Abs. Confound your buts ! You never hear 
any thing, that would make another man bless him- 
self, but you immediately damn it with a but ! 

Faulk, Now, Jack, as you are my friend, own, ho- 
nestly — don't you think, there is something forward, 
something iiijl^licate, in this haste to forgive ? Wo- 
men should 0^y^ sue for reconciliation ; that should 
always come &oin us: They should retain their cold- 
ness till woQf»d to kindness, and their pardon, like 
their love, should " Not unsought, -be won." 

Capt. Abs. I have not patience to listen to you — 
tbou'rt inforrigible ! so say no more on the subject. 
I must go to settle a few matters — let me see you be- 
fore six, remember, at my lodgings. A poor, indus- 
trious devil, like me, who have toiled, and drudged^ 
and plotted, to gain my ends, and am, ^iX'^^sX^ ^v&'d.^* 

H 
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pointed by other people's folly, may, in pity, be allow- 
ed to swear and grumble a little ! but a captious 
sceptic, in love ; a slave to fretfiilness and whim, who 
has no difficulties but of his own creating, is asub« 
ject more fit for ridicule, than compassion ! [ExU. 
Faulk. I feel his reproaches : yet, I would not 
change this too exquisite nicety, for the gross content 
with which he tramples on the thorns of luve. His 
engaging me in this duel, has started an idea in my 
head, which I will instantly pursue: Til use it as the 
touchstone of Julia's sincerity and disinterestedness; 
if her love prove pure, and sterling ore, my name will 
rest on it with honour! and, once Tve stamped it 
there, Til lay aside my doubts for ever ! ^Exk^ 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I. 

Julia's Dressing Roonu 

Julia. .'VI^ 

Julia. How this message has alarmeq me ! what 
dreadful accident can he mean? why such charge to 
be alone ? O Faulkland ! how many unhappy mo*- 
mentSyhow many tears, have you cost me! 

Eftfer Faulkland. 
What means this i why this caution, Faulkland h 
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Faulk, Alas, Julia ! I am come to take along fare- 
well ! 

Julia. Heav'ns ! what do you mean ? 

Faulk. You see before you a wretch, whose life is 
forieited : Nay, start not; the infirmity of my temper 
has drawn all this misery on me : I left you, fret- 
ful and passionate, — an untoward accident drew me 
into a quarrel ; the event is, that I must fly this king- 
dom, instantly ! — Oh, Julia, had I. been so fortunate as 
to have called you rtiine entirely, before this mis- 
chance had fallen on me, I should not so deeply dread 
my ba.nishment! 

Julia. My soul is oppressed with sorrow, at the na- 
ture of your misfortune: had these adverse circum- 
stances arisen from a less fatal cause, I should have felt 
strong comfort in the thought, that I could now chase 
from your bosom every doubt of the warm sincerity of 
my love. My heart has long known no other guardian ; 
I now entrust my person to your honour — we will fly 
together ; When safe from pursuit, my father's will may 
be fulfilled, and I receive a legal claim to be the part- 
ner of your sorrows, and tenderest comforter. Then, 
on the bosom of your wedded Julia, you may lull 
your keen regret to slumbering ; while virtuous love, 
with a cherub's hand, shall smooth the brow of up- 
braiding thought, and pluck the thorn from com- 
punction. 

Faulk. O Julia! I am bankrupt in gratitude! — 
Would you not wish some hours to weigh the advan- 
tages you forego, and what little compensation poor 
Faulkland can make you, beside his solitary love ? 

Julia. I ask not a moment. — No, Faulkland, I 
have loved you for yourself: and if I now, more 
than ever, prize the solemn engagement, which so 
long has pledged us to each other, it is because it 
leaves no room for hard aspersions on my fame, and 
puts the seal of duty to an act of love, — But let u^ 
not linger— Perhaps this delay* 

H 2 
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Fatdk. 'Twill be better I should not venture out 
again till darH : Yet am I grieved to think, what 
numberless distresses will press heavy on your gentle 
disposition ! 

Julia, Perhaps your fortune may be forfeited by 
this unhappy act ? I know not whether 'tis so, but, 
sure, that alone, can never make us unhappy.— -The 
little I have, will be sufficient to support us, and exile 
never should be splendid. 

Faulk, Ay, but in such an abject state of life, my 
wounded pride, perhaps, may increase the natliraU 
fretfulncss of my temper, till I become a rude, morose, 
companion, beyond yoxxv patience to endure. 

Julia. If your thoughts should assume so unhappy 
a bent, you will the more want some mild and affec- 
tionate spirit, to watch over, and console you : One, 
who by bearing your infirmities with gentleness and 
resignation, may teach you, so to bear the evils of 
your fortune. 

Faulk, Julia, I have proved you to the quick ! and, 
with this useless device, 1 throw away all my doubts. 
How shall I plead to be forgiven this last, unworthy 
effect of my restless, unsatisfied disposition ? 

Julia, Has no such disaster happened, as you re- 
lated ? 

Faulk, I am ashamed to own, that it was all pre- 
tended ; yet, in pity, Julia, do not kill me with re- 
senting a fault, which never can be repeated : But 
sealing, this once, my pardon, let me to-morrow, in 
the face of Heaven, receive my future guide and mo- 
nitress, and expiate my past folly, by years of tender 
adoration. 

JuUa, Hold, Faulkland ! — that you are free from a 
crime, which 1 before feared to name. Heaven knows, 
how sincerely I rejoice ! These are tears of thankful- 
ness for that ! But, that your cruel doubts should 
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have ui^ed you to an imposition that has wrung my 
heart, gives me now a pang, more keen than 1 can 
express ! 

Faulk, By Heav'ns ! Julia 

Julia, Yet hear me — My father loved you, Faulk- 
land ! and you preserved the life, that tender parent 
gave me ! in his presence, I pledged my hand — joy- 
fully pledged it, where, before, I had given my heart. 
When, soon after, I lost that parent, it seemed to me, 
that Providence had, in Faulkland, shown me whither 
to transfer, without a pause, my grateful duty, as well 
as my affection : Hence, I have been content to 
bear from you, what pride and delicacy would have 
forbid me, from another. I will not upbraid you, by 
repeating, how you have trifled with my sincerity. — 

Faulk, I confess it all ! yet, hear 

Julia, After such a year of trial, I might have flat- 
tered myself, that I should not have been insulted 
with a new probation of my sincerity, as cruel, as un- 
necessary ! 1 now see, that it is not in your nature, to 
be content, or confident, in love. With this conviction, 
I never will be yours. While I had hopes, that my 
persevering attention, and unrcproaching kindness, 
might, in time, reform your temper, I should have 
been happy to have gained a dearer influence over 
you ; but I will not furnish you with" a licensed power 
to keep alive an incorrigible fault, at the expense of 
one, who never would contend with you. 

Faulk. Nay, but, Julia, by my soul and honour ! — 
If, after this 

Julia, But one word more. — As my faith has once 
been given to you, I never will barter it with another. 
I shall pray for your happiness with the truest sin- 
cerity ; and the dearest blessing I can ask of Heaven 
to send you, will be, to charm you from that unhap- 
py temper, which, alone, has prevented the perform- 
ance of our solemn engagement. All I request of 
you, is, that you will yourself reflect u^ow X.^V&vkv^^- 

H 3 
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mity ; and wtep you number up the many true delighti 
it has deprived you of, let it not be your least regret, 
that it lost you the love of one, who would have fol- 
lowed you in beggary through the worfd 1 [Exit, 
Faulk. She's gone! — for ever! — There was an -aw- 
ful resolution in her manner, that rivetted me to my 
place. O fool ! — dolt ! — barbarian ! Cursed as I am, 
with more imperfections than my fellow wretches, 
kind fortune sent a Heaven-gifted cherub to my aid, 
and, like a ruffian, I have driven her from my side I — 
I must now haste to my appointment. — Well, my 
mind is tuned for such a scene ! — I shall wish only to 
become a principal in it, and reverse the tale, my 
cursed folly put me upon forging here. O Love ! — tor- 
menter ! — fiend ! whose influence, like the moon's, 
acting on men of dull souls, makes idiots of them, but 
meeting subtler spirits, betrays their course, and urges 
sensibility to madness ! [Exit. 

Enter Maid and Lydia. 

Maid. My mistress, ma'am, I know, was here, just 
now — perhaps she is only in the next rooiti. [Exit. 

Lydia, Heigho ! — Though he has used me so, 
this fellow runs strangely in my head. I believe, one 
lecture from my grave cousin, will ttli^e me recall 
him. 

Enter Julia. 

Oh, Julia, 1 am come to you with such an appetite for 
consolation ! Lud, child ! what's the matter with 
you? You have been crying ! — Til be hanged if that 
Faulkland has not been tormenting you ! 

Julia. You mistake the cause of my uneasiness : — 
Something has flurried me a little, — Nothing that you 
can guess at. 

Lydia, Ah ! whatever vexations you may have, I 
can assure you mine surpass them. — You know wh# 
i^L vcrley proves to be? 
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Jtilia. I will now own to you, Lydia, that Mr. 
Faulkland had before informed me of the whole af- 
£sdr. 

hydia. So, then, I see I have been deceived by 
every one ! but I don't care, I'll never have him. 

Jvlia. Nay, Lydia 

I^dia, Why, is it not provoking, when t thought 
we were coming to the prettiest distress imaginable, 
to find myself made a mere Smithfield bargain of at 
last ? — There had I projected one of the most senti- 
mental elopements ! — so becoming a disguise ! — so 
amiable a ladder of ropes ! — Conscious moon — four 
horses — Scotch parson — with such surprise to Mrs. 
Malaprop ! and such paragraphs in the newspaper s ! 
-—Oh, I shall die with disappointment ! 

Julia* I don't wonder at it. 

Lydia, Now — sad reverse ! — what have I to ex- 
pect, but, after a deal of flimsy preparation, with a 
bishop's license, and my aunt's blessing, to go simper- 
ing up to the altar ; or, perhaps, be cried three times 
in a country church, and have an unmannerly, fat 
clerk, ask the consent of every butcher in the pa- 
rish, to join John Absolute, and Lydia Languish, 
spinster ! Oh, that I should live, to hear myself called 
spni ter ! 

jtea. Melancholy, indeed ! 

Ijydia. How mortifying, to remember the dear, de- 
licious shifts, I used to be put to, to gain half a mi- 
nute's conversation with this fellow ! — How often have 
I stole forth, in the coldest night in January, and 
found him in the garden, stuck, like a dripping sta- 
tue ! — ^There would he kneel to me in the snow, and 
sneeze and cough, so pathetically ! he shivering with 
cold, and I with apprehension ! and while the freez- 
ing blast numbed our joints, how warmly would he 
press me, to pity his flame, and glow with mutual 
ardour ! — Ah, Julia, that was something like bein^ia 
love ! 
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Julia, If I were in spirits, Lydia, I should chide 
you only by laughing heartily at you ; but it suits 
more the situation of my mind, at present, earnestly 
to entreat you, not to let a man, who loves you with 
sincerity, suffer that unhappiness from your caprice, 
which I know too well caprice can inflict. 

Lyditti Ohy Lud ! what has brought iny aunt here f 

Enter Mrs. Malafrop and David. 

Mrs. M, So ! so ! hereV fine work ! — here's fine 
suicide, paracide, and simulation, going on in the 
fields ! and^Sir Anthony not to be found, to prevent 
the antistrophe ! 

Julia. For Heaven's sake, madam, what's the mean- 
ing of this? 

Lydia, Oh, patience ! — Do, ma'am, for Heaven's 
sake ! tell us what is the matter ? 

Mrs. M. Why, murder's the matter ! slaughter's 
the matter ! killing's the matter ! — But he can tell 
you the perpendiculars. 

Julia. Do speak, friend, [To David. 

David. Lookye, my lady by the mass, there's 

mischief going on. Folks don't use to meet for 
amusement, with fire arms, firelocks, fire engines^fire 
screens, fire office, and the devil knows what l|P&r 
crackers beside ! — This, my lady, I say, has an angry 
favour. — To be sure, Captain Absolute 

Julia. But who is there beside Captain Absolute, 
friend ? 

David. My poor master — under favour for men- 
tioning him first. You know me, my lady — I am 
David — and my master, of course, is, or was, 'Squire 
Acres. — Then comes 'Squire Faulkland. 

Julia. Do, ma'am, let us instantly endeavour to 
prevent mischief. 

Mrs. M. Oh, fie ! it would be very inelegant in us : 
^e should only pMUci\i\xt/& things. 
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David. Ab, do, Mrs. Aunt, save a few lives ! — 
they are desperately given, believe rae, — Above aUy 
there is that bloodthirsty Philistine, Sir Lucius 
OTrigger. 

Mrs. M, Sir Lucius O'Trigger ! — O mercy ! have they 
drawn poor little dear Sir Lucius into the scrape? — 
Why, how you stand, girl ! you have no more feel- 
ing than one of the Derbyshire putrefigtctions ! 

Lydia, What are we to do, madam ? 

Mrs. M. Why, fly with the utmost felicity, to be 
sure, to prevent mischief Ir-here, friend — you can 
show us the place? 

David, Oh, never fear; We shall find it out by the 
report of the pistols* [Extwit^ he talking. 



SCENE II. 



King*s Mead'Jields. 

Sir Lucius and Acres, with Pistols, 

Acres, By 'my valour, then, Sir Lucius, forty yards 
is a good distance — Odds levels and aims! — I say, it 
is a good distance. 

Sir L, Is it, for muskets, or small field-pieces f 
upon my conscience, Mr. Acres, you must leave these 
things to me. — Stay, now — I'll show you. [Measures 
Paces along the Stage,] There, now, that is a very 
pretty distance — a pretty gentleman's distance, 

Acres. Z — ds! we might as well fight in a sentry- 
box ! I tell you. Sir Lucius, the farther he is off, the 
cooler I shall take my aim. 

Sir L, Taith, then, I suppose >ou would aim at 
him best of all, if he was out of sight ! 
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Acres, No, Sir Lucius — but I should think forty, 
or eight and thirty yards 

Sir L, Phol pho! nonsense! three or four feet 
between the mouths of your pistols is as good as a 
mile. 

Acres, Odds bullets, no ! — by my valour, there is' 
no merit in killing him so near ! Do, my dear Sir 
Lucius, let me bring him down at a long shot : — a 
long shot. Sir Lucius, if you love me ! 

Sir L! Well — the gentleman's friend add I must 
settle that. — But tell me now, Mr. Acres, in case of 
an accident, is there any little will or commission I 
could execute for you i 

Acres^ I am much obliged to you, Sir Lucius — 
but I don't understand 

Sir L. Why, you may think there's no being shot 
at without a little risk — and, if* an unlucky bullet 
should carry a quietus with it — I say, it will be no 
time then to be bothering you about family matters. 

Acres. A quietus! 

Sir L, For instance, now — if that should be the 
case — would you chuse to be pickled, and sent home? 
— or would it be the same to you to lie here in the 
Abbey ? — I'm told there is very snug lying in the Ab- 
bey. 

Acres, Pickled ! — Snug lying in the Abbey ! — 
Odds tremors! Sir Lucius, don't talk so! 

Sir L. I suppose, Mr. Acres, you never were en- 
gaged in an affair of this kind before ? 

Acres. No, Sir Lucius, Tie ver before. 

Sir L, Ah, that's a pity I» — there's nothing like be- 
ing used to a thing. — Pray, now, how would you re- 
ceive the gentleman's shot ? 

Acres, Odds files ! I've practised that — there. Sir 
Lucius, there — [Puts himself in an Attitude,] — a side- 
front, hey ? — Odd, I'll make myself small enough — 
J*J] stand edgeways. 
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Sir L. Now, you're quite out — for if you stand so 
when I take my aim [LeveUmg at Aim, 

Acres. Z — ds, Sir Lucius! are yoiijMie it is not 
cociccd ? 

Sir L. Never fear. 

Acres, But — but — you don't know — it may go off 
of its own head ! 

Sir L. Pho ! be easy — Well, now, jf I bit you in 
the body, my bullet has a double chance — for- if it 
misses a vital part of your right side, 'twill be very 
hard if it don't succeed on the left I 

Acres. A vital part ! 

Sir L. But, there — Ax yourself so— 
[Placing him.] let me see the broad side of your full 
front — there — now a ball or two may pass clean 
through your body, and never do you any harm at all. 

Acres. Clean through me! — a ball or two clean 
through me ! 

Sir L. Ay, may they — and it is much the gen- 
teelest attitude into the bargain. 

Acres, Lookye! Sir Lucius — I'd just as lieve be 
shot in an awkward posture as a genteel one — so, by 
my valour ! I will stand edge ways. 
- Sir L, [Looking at his IFatch.] Sure they don't 
mean to disappoint us — hah ! no, 'faith — 1 think I see 
them coming. 

Acres, Hey !— what ! — coming !— — 

Sir L, Ay, who are those yonder, getting over the 
stile? 

Acres. There are two of them, indeed ! well — let 
them come — hey, Sir Lucius ! — we — we — we — we— 
won't run. 

Sir L. Run ! 

Acres. No, I say — we won't run, by my valour ! 

Sir L, What the devil's the matter with you? 

Acres, Nothing, nothing, my dear friend—^my dear 
Sir Lucius — but I — I — I don't feel quite so bold^ 
somehow^ as I did. 
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Sir L, O fie ! consider your honour. 

Acres. Ay, true — my honour — do, Sir Lucius, edge 
in a word, or two every now and then, about my ho* 
nour. 

Sir L, Well, here they're^ coming. [Looking* 

Acres. Sir Lucius, if I wan't with you, I should 
almost think I was afraid-^if my valour should leave 
m^ ! Mour will come and go. 

Sir L, Then pray keep it fast, while you have it, 

Actes, Sir Lucius — I doubt it is going — ^yes, my 
valour is certainly going! it is sneaking off! — I feel 
it oozing out as it were, at the palms of my hands ! 

Sir L. Your honour — ^your honour. Here ihey 
are. 

Acres. Oh, mercy I — now, that I was safe at Clod 
Hall ! or could be shot before I was aware ! 

Enter Faulkland and. Captain Absolute. . 

Sir L, Gentlemen, your most obedient — hah !— 
what, Captain Absolute! — So, I suppose, sir, you are 
come here, just like myself — to do a kind office, first 
for your friend— -then to proceed to business on your 
own account ? 

Acres. What, Jack! — my dear Jack! — my dear 
friend ! 

Capt. Abs. Harkye, Bob, Beverley's at hand. 

Sir L. Well, Mr. Acres — I don't blame your salut- 
ing the gentleman civilly. So Mr. Beverley, [To 
Faulkland.] if you ch use your weapons, the Cap- 
tain and I will measure the ground. 

Faulk. My weapons, sir ! 

Acres. Odds life ! Sir Lucius, I'm not going to 
fight Mr. Faulkland ; these are my particular friends ! 

Sir L. What, sir, did not you come here to fight 
Mr. Acres? 

Faulk, Not I, upon my word, sir. 

Sir L0 Well, now, that's mighty provoking ! But I 
hope,^Mr. jpauikland, as there aie iti}:^ of us come 
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on purpose for the game — you won't be so cantancke- 
rous as to spoil the party, by silting out. 

Capt, Abs, Oh pray, Faulkland, fight, to oblige Sir 
Lucius. 

Faulk. Nay, if Mr. Acres is so bent on the matter. 

Acres, No, no, Mr. Faulkland — I'll bear my dis- 
appointment like a christian— Lookye, Sir Lucius, 
there's no occiision at ail for me to fight; and if it is 
the saine to you , I'd as lieve let it alone. 

Sir L. Observe me, Mr. Acres — I must not be tri- 
fled with. You have certainly challenged somebody, 
and you came here to fight him. Now, if that gentle- 
man is willing to represent him — 1 can't see, for my 
soul, why it isn't just the same thing. 

Acres. Why, no. Sir Lucius, I tell you, 'tis one 
Beverley I've challt^nged — a fellow, you see, that dare 
not show his face? If he were here, I'd make him give 
up his pretensions directly ! 

Capt. Abs, Hold, Bob — let me set you right — there 
b no such man as Beverley in the case. The person, 
who assumed that name, is before you; and as his 
pretensions are the same in both characters, he is ready 
to support them in whatever way you please. 

Sir L. Well, this is lucky. Now you have an op- 
portunity 

Acres, What, quarrel with my dear friend, Jack 
Absolute! — not if he were fifty Beverleys ! Z — ds ! Sir 
Lucius, you would not have me be so unnatural ! 

Sir L, Upon my conscience, Mr. Acres, your va- 
lour has oozed away with a vengeance ! 

Acres. Not in the least ! odds backs and abettors.; 
ril be your second wiih all my heart — ^and if you 
should get a quietus, you may command me entin»ly. 
ril get you a snug lying in the Abbey here; or pickle 
you, and send you over to Blunderbuss- hall, or any 
thing of the kind, with the greatest pleasure. 

Sir L, Pho ! pho ! you are Httle better than jt 
toward. 
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Acres, Mind, gentlemen, he calls me a coward ; 
coward was the word, by my valour ! 

Sir L. Well, sir ? 

Acres. Lookye, Sir Lucius, 'tisn't that I mind the 
word coward — Coward may be said in joke — But 
if you had called me a poltroon, odds daggers and 
balls 

Sir L. Well, sir ? 

Acres. — I shouW have thought you a very ill-bred 
man. 

Sir L, Pho ! you are beneath my notice. 

Capt. Ahs, Nay, Sir Lucius, you can't have a better 
second than my friend, Acres.— He is a most deter- 
mined dog — called in #the country, fighting Bob. — He 
-generally kills a man a week ; don't you Bob ? 

Acre^, Ay — at home ! — 

Sir L. Well, then. Captain, 'tis we must begin — so 
come out, my little counsellor, [Draws his Sword,'] — 
and ask the gentleman, whether he will resign the 
lady, without forcing you to proceed against him? ^^ 

Capt, Abs, Come then, sir [DratifS,] since you 
won't let it be an amicable suit, here's my reply. 

Enter Sir Anthony, David, and the Women. 

David, Knock 'em all down, sweet Sir Anthony ; 
knock down my master in particular — and bind his 
hands over to their good behaviour ! 

Sir Anth, Put up, Jack, put up, or I shall be in 
a phrenzy — how came you in a duel, sir ? 

Capt, Abs, 'Faith, sir, that gentleman can tell you 
better than I ; 'twas he called on me, and you know, 
sir, I serve his Majesty, 

Sir Anth, Here's a pretty fellow ! I catch him 
going to cut a man's throat, and he tells me, he 
serves his Majesty ! — Z — ds ! sirrah, then hoir 
durst you draw the King's sword against one of hi$ 
subjects f 
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Qq^t. Aba, Sir, I tell you, that gentleman called 
ne out, without explaining his reasons. 
. Sir Anth. Gad, sir! how came you to call my son 
out, without explaining your reasons ? 

iStr L. Your son, sir, insulted me in a manner 
which my honour could hot brook. 

Sir Anth. Z — ds, Jack ! bow durst you insult the 
gentleman in a manner which his honour could not 
brook ? 

Mrs. M. Come, come, let's have no honour before 
ladies — Captain Absolute, come here — How could 
you intimidate us so ? — Here's Lydia has been ter- 
rified to death for you. 

Oxpt, Abs, For fear I should be killed, or escape, 
ma'am ? 

Mrs. JIf. Nay, no delusions to the past — Lydia is 
convinced ; speak, child- 
Sir L, With your leave, ma'am, I must put in a 
word here — I believe I could interpret the young 
lady's silence— Now mark — 

Lydia. What is it you mean, sir ? 

SSr L. Come, come, Delia, we must be serious 
now — this is no time for trifling, 

Lydia. Tis true, sir ; and your reproof bids me 
offer this gentleman my hand, and solicit the return 
of his affections. 

Capt. Abs. Oh, my little angel, say you so ? — Sir 
Lucius, I perceive there must be some mistake here 
—with regard to the affront, which you aflirm f have 
given you, I can only say, that it could not have 
been intentional. And as you must be convinced, 
that I should not fear lo support a real injury — you 
shall now see that I am not ashamed to atone for an 
inadvertency — I ask your pardon. — But for this lady, 
while honoured with her approbation, I will support 
my claim against any man whatever. 

Sir Anth. Well said, Jack, and Til stand by you, 
my boy. 
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Acres. Mind, I give up all my claim — I make no 
pretensions to any thing in the world — and if I can/C 
get a wife, without fighting for her, by my valoi 
rU live a bachelor. 

Sir L, Captain, give me your hand — an afiroi 
handsomely acknowledged becomes an obligation-^ 
and as for the lady — if she chusps to deny her own 
hand-writing here — [Takes out Letters. 

Mrs, M. Oh, he will dissolve my mystery ! — Sir 
Luciiis, perhaps, there's some mistake — perhaps I can' 
illuminate 

Sir L, Pray, old gentlewoman, don't interfere 
where you have no business. — Miss Languish, are 
you my Delia, or not ? 

Lydia. Indeed, Sir Lucius, I am not. 

[Ltdia and Absolute walk aside* 

Mrs, M, Sir Lucius OTrigger — ungrateful as you 
are — I own the soft impeachment — pardon my 
blushes, I am Delia. 

Sir L. You Delia — pho ! pho ! be easy. 

Mrs, M. Why, thou barbarous Vandyke — those 
letters are mine — When you are more sensible of my 
benignity — perhaps I may be brought to encourage 
your addresses. 

Sir L. Mrs. Malaprop, I am extremely sensible of 
your condescension; and whether you or Lucy have 
put this trick upon me, I am equally beholden to 
you. — And, to show you I am not ungrateful. Cap- 
tain Absolute, since you have tak^en that lady from 
me, ril give you my Delia into the bargain. 

Capt. Abs, I am much obliged to you. Sir Lucius; 
but here's my friend, 6ghting Bob, unprovided for. 

Sir L, Hah! little valour — here, will you make 
your fortune ? 

Acres. Odds wrinkles! No. — But give me your 
hand. Sir Lucius, forget and forgive; but if ever I 
jgive you a chance of pickling me again, say Bob 
Acres is a. dunce, that's all. 
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Sir Anth. Come, Mrs. Malaprop, don't be cast 
urn — ^you are in your bloom yet. 
Mrs. M, O Sir Anthony ! — men are all barba- 
[AU retire but Julia and Faulkland. 
"Julia, He seems dejected and unhappy — not sullen 
there was some foundation, however, for the tale he 
Id me — O woman ! how true should be your judg- 
ent, when your resolution is so weak ! 
FmiUc, Julia ! — how can I sue for what I so little 
!r?e ? I dare not presume — yet Hope is the child 
penitence. 

JvUa. Oh ! Faulkland, you have not been more 

lulty in your unkind treatment of me, than I am 

^now in wanting inclination to resent it. As my heart 

honestly bids me place my weakness to the account of 

J^ I should be ungenerous not to admit the same 

flea for yours. 

Fmdk, Now I shall be blest indeed ! 

[Sir Anthony comes foruard* 
Sir Anth. What's going on here? — So you have 

tacn quarrelling too, I warrant. Come, Julia, I 

sever interfered before; but let me have a hand in 
4e matter at last. — All the faults I have ever seen in 
my friend, Faulkland, seemed to proceed from what 
lie calls the delicacy and warmth of his affection for 
YOU — ^There, marry him directly, Julia, you'll find 
Ml mend surprisingly ! [The rest come forward. 

Sir L, Come now, I hope there is no dissatisfied 
person, but what is content ; for as I have been dis- 
Ippointcd myself, it will be very hard if I have not 
the satisfaction of seeing other people succeed bet^ 

ter 

Acres, You are right. Sir Lucius. — So, Jack, I 
wish you joy — Mr. Faiilkland, the same. — Ladies, — 
come now, to show you I'm neither vexed nor angry, 
odds tabors and pipes! I'll order the fiddles in half 
an hour, to the New Rooms — and I insist on your all 
oneeting me there. 
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Sir Anth. Gad! sir, I like your spirit; and 
night we single lads will drink a health to the yc 
couples, and a husband to Mrs. Malaprop. 

Faulk. Our partners are stolen from us, Jac ' 
hope, to be congratulated by each other — youi.. 
having checked in time the errors of an ill diret 
imagination, which might have betrayed an innoc ^ 
heart; and mine, for having, by her gentleness a '*i. 
candour, reformed the unhappy temper of one, v 
by it made wretched whom he loved most, and > 
tured the heart he ought to have adored. 

Capt. Abs. Well, Jack, we have both tasted the bii 
ters, as well as the sweets, of love — with this diflfe 
ence only, that you always prepared the bitter c* 
for yourself, while I 

Lydia, Was always obliged to me for it, hey ! : 
Modesty ! — But come, no more of that — our ha 
pincss is now as imalloyed as general. 

Julia, Then let us study to preserve it so : ' 
while hope pictures to us a flattering scene of ha ^ 
ness, let us deny its pencil those colours, which ^ 
' too bright to be lasting. — When hearts diffusing hap^ 
ness would unite their fortunes, virtue would crow 
them with an unfading garland of modest, hurtles 
flowers; but ill judging passion will force the gau 
dier rose into the wreath, whose thorn ofifends most^ 
Avhen its leaves are dropt ! 
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REMARKS. 



This drama has a charm for the public beyond iti 
.vn intrinsic worth— it was written by Richard Brin- 

;y Sheridan. If that name has no power over the 

. ider's imagination, so as to give to every sentence 

- \ egree of interest, let him throw aside the book, and 

, »car to seek after literary pleasures, for he has not 

taste to enjoy them. 

Although " The DuennaV highest claim to notice, 
Jepends, now, upon the reputation of its author, 
yet the author was first indebted to " The Du- 
enna" for the honour of ranking among poets, and of 
receiving from the fashionable world all those animat* 
ing caresses, so dear to a poet's heart. 

This opera was brought upon the stage in 1775, 
and during that, and many tollowing years, delighted 
the dramatic world; still the author did not receive 
undivided praise for its success : — Musicians had their 
share, and certain singers of the most forcible attraction. 

Divested of all adventitious aid, the value of the 
opera consists in the beautiful poetry of many of the 
songs ; for though it is a production of much ingenu- 
ity and skill, it does not give a pte^a^ti J^ tVCs>RX \xv ^>^. 
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or incident, of lucb a work, from the »me hand, 
" The School for Scandal." The comparing of Isaai 
neuter faith to the blank leaf between two scriptu 
doctrines, ia, indeed, the happy conception of a ve 
extraordinary imagination; but. as. this brilliant m 
teiice stands in the dialogue unrivaUed, without coj 
panion, or comparison with uiy other in the play, 
baa more the appearance of some other writer's w 
than that of the ostensible author; though subt 
quent wit from the same pen allows him most piobat 
claims to it. 

Of less doubtful origin is the best incident in t 
6pera, or rather, the foundation and fable of tl 
opera itself, which is borrowed from Wycherlci 
" Country Wife." — Not purloined, and the mark tak 
out, to prevent detection ; but fairly borrowed, ai 
used almost to the very letter. 

Neither is the scene of Friar Paul and his b^eth^ 
of Mr, Sheridan's invention ; but is either taken fro 
Marmontel, or some other French author- 
Margaret, the Duenna, has some resemblance ' 
Bickerstaff's Ursula — but tittle Isaac, the Jew, seel 
to be a character wholly'original; and notwithstan 
tng, there b great humour in him, there is, at the sar 
time, infinite instruciitm. He is an excellent cxai 
pie for men, vain either of their persons, or their int< 
lectB. He has all the folly of both elderly and yout 
ful coxcombs ; and is happily punished by ft dcstii 
which, in general, falls to their share. 

It is painful [o record errors; but as the auth 
twi« a young man, and somewhat inexperienced, at il 
time of fcrit/jig this drama, these ciTwmsXwns^sw 
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be his excuse for having here slandered a nohle science, 
which he has since pursued with unremitting industry; 
and which, no doubt, has long given him reason to 
recant that unguarded declaration, in page 44, which 
alleges that ** conscience has nothing to do with poU« 
tics " • 
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THE DUENNA. 



ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE I. 

A Street. 

Enter Lopez^ with a dark Lmthorn. 

Lopez. Past three o'clock ! soh ! a notable hour for 
one of my regular disposition, to be strolling like a bravo 
through the streets of Seville ! well, of all services, to 
serve a ypung lover is the hardest — not that I am an 
enemy to love; but my love, and my master's, differ 
strangely — Don Ferdinand is much too gallant to eat, 
drink, or sleep — now, my love gives me an appetite — 
then I am fond of dreaming of my mistress, and I love 
dearly to toast her — ^This cannot be done without 
good sleep, and good liquor ; hence my partiality to 
a feather-bed, and a bottle — what a pity now, that I 
have not further time for reflections ! but my master 
expects thee, honest Lopez, to secure his retreat from 
Donna Clara's window, as I guess — [Music mthout.] 
hey ! sure, I heard music ! so, so ! who have we here ? 
Oh, Don Antonio, my master's friend, come from the 
ma^uerade^toserenademyyoungm\sUe^^>T)c>X)Xv^\^^'- 
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isa, I suppose: soh! we shall have the old gentlemaB 
up presently — lest he should miss his son, I had best 
lose no time in getting to my post. [ExUm 

Enter ANTOvriOy xnth Masks and Musk. 



SONG. — ANTONIO. 

Tell mty my lute, can thy soft stram 

So gently speak thy master's pom f 
So softly sing, so humbly sigh. 

That, though my sleeping Uroe shaU hum 

Who sings — who sighs below. 
Her rosy slumbers shall notjlyf 

Thus, may some vision whisper more 

Than ever I dare speak before. 

1 Mash Antonio, your mistress will never wake, 
while you sing so dolefully ; love, like a cradled in- 
fant, is lulled by a sad melody. 

Ant, I do not wish to disturb her rest. 

1 Mask. The reason is, because you know she does 
not regard you enough to appear, if you awaked her. 

Ant. Nay, then, I'll convince you. [Sings. 

The breath of mom bids hence the ni^ 
Unveil those beauteous eyes, my fair ; 
For till the dawn of love is there, 

I feel no day, I own no light. 

LOUISA — replies from a Window. 

Waking, I heard thy numbers chide. 
Waking, the dawn did bless my sight, 

*Tis Phabus sure, that woos, I cry'd. 
Who speaks in song who moves in light. 
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DON J £ RO M E — From a Jf^ndow^ 

What vagabonds are these^ I hear 
Fiddling, fluting^ rhyming^ ranting^ 
Pipings scrapingy whining, canting^ 

Fly, scurvy mmstrels,Jly I 

TRIO. 

Louisa. Nay, pr^ythee, father, why so rough f 

Ant. An humble lover I. 

Jerome* Hfftv durst you, daughter, lend an ear 

To such deceitful stitff 

Quick, from the window, Jly I 
Louisa. Adieu, Antonio ! 
Ant. Must you go f 

Louisa* 1 We soon, perhaps, may meet again ; 
Ant, 3 -^^^ though hard fortune is our foe. 

The god of love wiUfigfitfor us. 
Jerome. Reach-me the blunderbuss. 
Ant. & L. The god of love, who knows our pain, 
Jerome. Hence, or these slugs are through your brain. 

[Exeunt severally. 



SCENE IV, 



A Piazza^ 



Enter Ferdinand a$id Lopez^ 

Lopez, Truly, sir, I think that a little sleep, once 
in a week or so 

Ferd. Peace, fool ! don't mention sleep to me. 

Lopez. No, no, sir, I don't mention your low-bred, 
Yulgar, sound sleep but I can't hel^ vVv\yvV\\\^>!cAX. ^ 
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gentle slumber^ or half an hour's dozing, if it werr 
only for the novelty of the thing — 

Ferd. Peace, booby, I say ! — Oh Clara, dear, cruel 
disturber of my rest ! 

Lopez, And of mine too* 

Ferd. 'Sdeath ! to trifle with me at such a junc* 

ture as this — now to stand on punctilios love me ! 

I don't believe she ever did. 

Lopez* Nor I either. 

Ferd. Or is it, that her sex never know their desires^ 
for an hour together? 

Lopez, Ah, they know them oftener than theyll owa^ 
them. 

Ferd. Is there, in the world, so inconstant a crea- 
lure as Clara ? 

Lopez. I could name one. 

Ferd. Yes; the tame foo], who submits to her ca^ 
price. 

Lopez. I thought he couldn't miss it* 

Ferd, Is she not capricious, teasing, tyrannical, ob- 
stinate, perverse, absurd ? ay, a wilderness of faults 
and follies; her looks are scorn, and her very smiles 
— 'sdeath ! I wish I hadn't mentioned her smiles; for 
she does smile such beaming loveliness, such fascinat- 
ing brightness — Oh, death and madness ! I shall die if 
I lose her. 

Lopez* Ob, those damned smiles have undone all !. 

AIR. — FERDINAND* 

Could I her faults remember^ 

Forgetting every charm, 
Soon would impartial reason 

The tyrant love disarm. 
But when enrag'd I number 

Each failing of' her mind. 
Love still suggests each beauty ^ 

Jnd tecs-'^whik reason'^ blifid^ 
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. Lopez. Here comes Don Antonio, sir. 
Ftrd. Well, go you home — I shall be there present* 

Lopez, Ahy those cursed smiles I [Exit. 

Enter Antonio, 

Ferd. Antonio, Lopez tells me he left you chaunt* 
ifig before our door — was my father waked f 
■ Ant, Yes, yes; he has a singular affection for mu» 
sic, so I left him roaring at his barred window, like 
the print of Bajazet in the c^e* And what brings 
you out so early } 

Ferd, I believe I told you, that, to-morrow was the 
day hxed by Don Pedro, and Clara's unnatural step- 
mother, for her to enter a convent, in order that her 
brat might possess her fortune; made desperate by this, 
I procured a key to the door, and bribed Clara's maid 
to leave it unbolted; at two this morning, I entered, 
unperceived, and stole to her chamber — I found her 
waking, and weeping. 

Ant. Happy Ferdinand! 

Ferd. 'Sdeath ! hear the conclusion — I was rated 
as the most confident ruffian, for daring to approach 
her room at that hour of night. 

Ant. Ay, ay, this was at first? 

Ferd, No such thing ; she would not hear a word 
from me, but threatened to raise her mother^ if I did 
not instantly leave her. 

Ant. Well, but at last ? — 

Ferd, At last ! why, i was forced to leave the 
house, as I came in.' 

Ant. And did you do nothing to offend her? 

Ferd. Nothing, as I hope to be saved — I believe, I 
might snatch a dozen or two of kisses. 

Ant, Was that all ? well, I think, I never heard of 
fuch assurance \ 

Ferd, Zounds ! I tell you, I behaved with the ut» 
most respect. 



ti IHE DUENNA. f ACT I« 

Ant. O Lord ! J don't mean you, but in her — but> 
barkye, Ferdinand, did you leave your key with 
them? 

. Ferd. Yes ; the maid, who saw me out, took it from 
the door. 

Ant. Then, my life lor it, her mistress elopes after 
you. 

Ferd, Ay, to bless my rival, perhaps — I am in a 
humour to suspect every body — ^you loved her once^ 
and thought her an angel, as I do now. 

Ant. Yes, I loved her, till I found she wouldn't love 
me, and then, I discovered that she hadn't a good fea* 
ture in her face* 

AIR. 

J ne'er cmdd <my butre see 

In e^es tkat would not look on me; 

I neer saw nectar on a lip^ 

But where my own did hope to sip. 

Has the maidy who seeks my heart 

Cheeks of rose, untouch* d by art f 

I toill own the.coiour truCf 

When yielding blushes aid their hue., 

■ • 

Is her hand so soft and pure f 
I.must press tY, to be sure ; 
Nor can I be certain. then^ 
Till ity gratrful^ press again ; 
Must J, wUh attentitie eye, . 
Watch her heaving bosom, sigh f 
I vnil do sOy when I see 
That heaving bosom sigh for me. 

Besides, Ferdinand, you have full security in my love 
for your sister; help me there, and I can never 
<^/j/</rbj^ou with Clara. . 
J^n/, Aa Sir as I can, coBsi&tieullY ^iUi the honour 

5 
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of our family, you know I will ; but there must be no 
eloping. 

Ant, And yet, now, you would carry off Clara ? 

Ferd, Ay, that's a different case — we never mean 
that others should act to our sisters and wives, as we 
do to others' — But, to-morrow, Clara is to be forced 
into a convent. 

Ant. Well, and am not I so unfortunately circum- 
stanced ? To-morrow, your father forces Louisa to 
marry Isaac, the Portuguese — but come with me, and 
we'll devise something, I warrant. 

Ferd, I must go home. 

Ant. Well, adieu! 

Ferd, But, Antonio, if you did not love my sister, 
you have too much honour and friendship, to sup- 
plant me with Clara ? 

AIR. — ANTONIO. 

Friendship is the bond of reason; 

But if beauty disapprove^ 
Heaven dissolves aU other treason^ 

In the heart that's true to love. 
The faith which to my friend I swore. 

As a civil oath I view; 
But, to the charms which I adore, 

'Tis religion to be true, [Exit. 

Ferd. There is always a levity in Antonio's manner 
of replying to nie on this subject, that is very alarming 
— ^'Sdeath ! if Clara should love him after all ! 

[ExU. 
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SCEK£ III. 



A Room in Don Jerome's House. 



Enter Louisa and Duenka. 

Louisa, But, my dear Margaret^ my charming Du- 
enna, do you think we shall succeed \ 

Duenna. I tell you again, 1 have no doubt on't ; 
but it must be instantly put to the trial — Every thing 
is prepared in your room, and for the rest, we must 
trust to fortune. 

Louisa. My father's oath was, never to see me till I 
had consented to 

Duenna. Twas thus I overheard him say to his 
friend, Don Guzman, ** I will demand of her to-mor- 
row, once for all, whether she will consent to marry 
Isaac Mendoza; If she hesitates, I will make a solemn 
oath never to see or speak to her, till she returns to 
her duty." — These were his words. 

Louisa. And on his known obstinate adherence to 
what he has once said, you have formed this plan for 
my escape — But have you secured my maid in, our 
interest ? 

Duenna. She is a party in the whole ; but remem* 
ber, if we succeed, you resign ail right and title in lit- 
tie Isaac, the jew, over to me. 

Louisa, That I do, with all my soul ; get him, if 
you can, and I shall wish you joy, most heartily. He 
u twenty times as rich as my poor Antonio. 
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AIR. 

Tkou canst not boast of fortune's store^ 
Mjf kfoty xokile me they wealthy catlp 
But I vsas glad to find thee poor^ 
FoTf with my hearty I'd give thee alL 
And then the grateful youth shall own^ 
I Iffo'd him/or himself aUme, 

» 

But when his worth my lumd shall gmn. 
No word or look of mine shall show 
Thai I the smaUesi thought retain 
Of what my bounty did bestow, 
Tet still hiserateful heart shall awn^ 
I Iffv'd him for htmself alone* 

Duenna, I hear Don Jerome coining — Quick, givt 
me the lasi letter I brought you from Antonio— you 
know that is to be the ground of my dismission — I 
must slip out to seal it up, as undelivered* [Exit^ 

Enter Don Jerome and Ferdinand. 

Jerome. What, I suppose, you have been serenading 
too ! £h, disturj^ing some peaceable neighbourhood 
with villanous catgut, and lascivious piping ! Out on't! 
you set your sister, here, a vile example ; but I come 
to tell you, madam, that 111 suffer no more of these 
midnight incantations — these amorous orgies, that 
steal the senses in the hearing ; as they say, Egyptian 
embalmers serve mummies, extracting the brain 
through the ears ; however, there's an end of your 
frolics — Isaac Mendoza will be here presently, and 
to-morrow, you shall marry him. 

Louisa, Never, while 1 have life. 

Ferd, Indeed, sir, I wonder how you can think of 
such a man for a son-in-law. 

Jerome. Sir, ^ou are very kmd^ lo iaNO^w tsv^^\^ 

C % 
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your sentiments — and pray, what is your objection to 
him ? 

Ferd, He is a Portuguese in the first place. 
Jerome. No such thing, boy, he has forsworn his 
country. 

Louisa, He is a jew. 

Jerome. Another mistake : he has been a christian 
these six weeks. 

Ferd. Ay, he left his old religion for an estate, and 
has not had time to get a new one. 

Louisa, But stands like a dead wall between church 
and synagogue, or like the blank leaves between the 
Old and New Testament* 
Jerome. Any thing more ? 

Ferd. But the most remarkable part of his charac- 
ter, is his passion for deceit, and tricks of cunning. 

Lotdsa. Though at the same time, the fool predo* 
minates so much over the knave, that I am told be is 
generally the dupe of his own art. 

Ferd. True, like an unskilful gunner, he usually 
misses his aim, and is hurt by the recoil of his own 
piece. 

Jerome. Any thing more? 

Louisa. To sum up all, he has the worst fault a 
husband can have — he's not my choice. 

Jerome. But you are his ; and choice on one side is 
sufficient — ^two lovers should never meet in marriage 
— be you sour as you please, he is sweet tempered, 
and for your good fruit, there's nothing like ingraft-* 
ing on a crab. 

Louisa. I detest him as a lover, and shall ten times 
more as a husband. 

Jerome. I don't know that — marriage generally 
makes a great change — but to cut the matter short, 
will you have him or not ? 

Ijouisa. There is nothing else I could disobey you in, 
Jerome. J^o you value your father's peace \ 
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Louisa. So much, that I will not fasten on him the 
regret of making an only daughter wretched. 

Jerome. Very well, ma'am, then ipark me — never 
more will I see or converse with you till you return 
to your duty — no reply — this and your chamber shall 
be your apartments, 1 never will stir out, without 
leaving you under lock and key, and when I'm at 
home no creature can approach you but through my 
library — we'll try who can be most obstinate — out of 
my sight — ^There remain till you know your duty, 

[Pushes her out. 
Ferd. Siurely, sir, my sister's inclinations should be 
consulted in a matter of this kind, and some regaird 
paid to Don Antonio, being my particular friend. 

Jerome. That, doubtless, is a very great recom* 
mendation— 1 certainly have not paid sufficient re* 
spect to it. 

Ferd. There is not a man living I wou'd sooner 
chuse for a brother-in-law. 

Jerome. Very possible ; and if you happen to have 
e*er a sister, who is not at the same time a daughter 
of mine, I'm sure 1 shall have no objection to the 
relationship — but at present, if you please, we'll drop 
the subject. 

Ferd. Nay, sir, 'tis only my regard for my sister 
makes me speak. 

Jerome. Then, pray, sir, in future, let your regard 
for your father make you hold your tongue, 

Ferd. I have done, sir — 1 shall only add a wish 
that you would reflect what at our age you would 
have felt, had you been crossed in your affection for 
the mother of her you are so severe to. 

Jerome. Why, I must confess I had a great affection 
for your mother's ducats, but that was all, boy — 1 
married her for her fortune, and she took me in obe- 
dience to her father, and a very happy couple we were 
— we never expected any love from one another, and 
so we were never disappointed — \i ^^ ^\\\»^(\<&\ ^ 

c 3 
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little now and then, it was soon over, for we were 
never fond enough to quarrel, and when the good 
woman died, why, why — I had as Keve she had lived, 
and I wish every widower in Seville could say the 
same — I shall now go and get the key of this dressing 
room — So, good son, if you have any lecture in sup- 
port of disobedience to give your sister, it miist be 
brief; so make the best of your time, d'ye hear. 

[Exii. 
Ferd. I fear indeed, my friend Antonio, has little 
to hop^ for — however Louisa has firmness, apd my 
father's anger will probably only increase her a£fec« 
tion — In our intercourse with the world, it is natural 
for us to dislike those who are innocently the cause 
of our distress ; but in the heart's attachment, a wo- 
man never likes a man with ardour till she has suffered 
for his sake ; [Noise,] soh ! what bustle is here ! be* 
tween my father and the Duenna too — I'll e'en get 
out of the way. lExit. 

Enter Don Jerome with a Letter^ putting in the 

Jerome. Fm astonished ! I'm thunder struck ! here's 
treachery and conspiracy with a vengeance! you, 
Antonio's creature, and chief manager of this plot for 
my daughter's eloping ! you, that I placed here as a 
scarecrow ! 

Duenna. What? 

Jerome, A scarecrow — ^To prove a decoy duck — 
what have you to say for yourself? 

Duenna. Well, sir, since you have forced that let- 
ter from me, and discovered my real sentiments, I 
scorn to renounce them — I am Antonio's friend, and 
it was my intention that your daughter should have 
served you as all such old tyrannical sots shou'd be 
served — I delight in the tender passions, and would 
befriend all under their influence. 
Jerome* The tender passions I ^es, ihey would be- 
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come those impenetrable features! — why, thou deceit* 
ful bag! I placed thee as a guard to the rich blossoms of 
my daughter's beauty — 1 thought that dragon's front 
of thine would cry aloof to the sons of gallantry-^steel 
traps and spring guns seemed writ in every wrinkle of 
it — but you shall quit my house this instant — the ten- 
der passions, indeed ! go, thou wanton sybil, thou 
amorous woman of Endor, go I 

Dutnna. You base, scurrilous, old — but I wont de- 
mean myself by naming what you are — yes, savage, 
I'll leave your den ; but I suppose you don't mean to 
detain my apparel — I may have my things, I presume? 

Jerome, 1 took you, mistress, with your wardrobe 
on — what have you pilfered, heb ? 

Duenna. Sir, I must take leave of my mistress, she 
has valuables of mine, besides, my cardinal and veil 
are in her room. 

Jerome. Your veil forsooth! what, do you dread 
being gazed at? or are you afraid of your complexion ^ 
well, go take your leave, and get your veil and cardi- 
nal ! soh ! you quit the house within these five mi- 
nutes — In — in — quick [Exit Duenna.] Here was a 
precious plot of mischief! — these are the comforts 
dayghters bring us ! 

AIR. 

If a daughter you have, she*s the plague of your life, 
N'o peace shall you know, tho* you've buried your wife, 
At twenty she mocks at the duty you taught her, 
O, what a plague is an obstinate daughter. 

Sighing and whining, 

Dying and pining, 
O, what a plague is an obstinate daughter! 
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When scarce in their teeni^ they have wii to perplex uSf 
With letters and hversfor ever they vex i«, 
While each still rejects the fair suitor you've brought her^ 
Ohf what a plague is an obstinate daughter ! 

WrangUng and jangling* 

Flouting and pouting^ 
Ohy what a plague is an obstinate daughter! 

Enter LoviSiiy dressed as the Duenka, with Cardu 
nal and Pet/, seeming to cry. 

Jerome, This way, mistress, this way — what, I war- 
rant, a tender parting; soh ! tears of turpentine down 
those deal cheeks — Ay, you may well hide your 
head — ^yes, whinelill your heart breaks, but ril not 
hear one word of excuse — so you are right to be 
dumb, this way — this way. [Exeunt* 

Enter Duenna. 

Duenna. So speed you well, sagacious Don Jerome \ 
Oh, rare effects of passion and obstinacy — now shall 
I try whether I can't play the fine lady as well as my 
mistress, and if I succeed, I may be a fine lady for 
the rest of my life — I'll lose no time to equip myself 

[Exit. 



scene IV. 



The Court before Don Jerome's House* 

Enter Don Jeeome and Louisa. 

Jerome. Come, mistress, there is your way — The 
world lies before you, so troop, thou antiquated Eve, 
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thou ongh^al sin — hold, yonder is some fellow skulk- 
ing, perhaj^s it is Antonio — go to him, d'ye hear, and 
tell him to make you amends, and as he has got you 
turned away, tell him I say it is but just he should 
take you himself, go, [Exit Louisa J Soh ! J am rid 
of her, thank Heaven ! and now I shall be able to 
keep my oath, and confine my daughter with better 
•ecurity. [£«V. 



ftCENE y. 



The Piazza* 



Enter Clara and her Maid. 

Maid. But where, madam, is it you intend id go ? 

Clara. Any where to avoid the $elfish violence of 
my mother-in-law, and Ferdinand's insolent importu* 
nity. 

Maid. Indeed, ma'am, since we have profited by 
Don Ferdinand's key, in making our escape, I think 
we had best find him, if it were only to thank him. 

Clara. No — he has ofiended me exceedingly. 

[Retire. 

Enter Louisa. 

Louisa. So I have succeeded in being turned out of 
doors — but how shall I find Antonio? I dare not inquire 
for him, for fear of being discovered; 1 would send to 
my friend Clara, but that I doubt ber prudery would 
condemn me. 

Maid. Then suppose, ma'am, you were to try if 
your friend Donna Louisa wouVd hoXi^wn^^wx* 
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Clara, No, her notions of filial duty are so severe^ 
she would certainly betray me. 

Louisa. Clara is of a cold temper, and would think 
this step of mine highly forward. 

Clara. Louisa's respect for ber father is so greai^ 
she would not credit the unkindpess of mine* 

[Louisa turns, and sees Clara end Maid. 

Louisa. Ha! who are those } sure one is Clara — if 
it be, rU trust her — Clara! [Adoances. 

Clara. Louisa ! and in masquerade too ! 

Louisa. You will be more surprised when 1 tell 
you, that I have run away from my Jather. 

Clara. Surprised indeed ! and 1 should certainly 
chide you most horridly, only that I have just run 
away from mine. > 

Louisa. My dear Clara ! [Embrace.. 

Clara. Dear sister truant! and ^hither are you 
going? \ 

Louisa. To find the man I love, to be^^tluv— And* I 
presume, you would have no aversion lo liiietl wilh 
my brother f . - 

Clara, Indeed I should — he hii behaved 10 tt to 
me, I don't believe I shall ever Ibi^givie Km* 

AIR— CI*AEA. 

When sable night, each drotfimg fkmt 9mh>ring^ 

Wept o*er thejUmers her hrt^h Hi cheer. 
As some sad widow o'er her bab$ dephringf 

Wakes its beauty with a tear ; 
When all did sleep, whose weary hearts did borrot9 

One hour from love and care to rest, 
Lof as I press'd my couch, in silent sorrow^ 
My lover caught me to his breast ; 
He vowd he came to save me 
From those who would enslave mei 
Then kneeling. 
Kisses stealing, 
£ndi€S$ faith he stoorcy 
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But toon I chid him thence^ 
For had his fond pretence^ 
Obtaiif,*d onefomour then^ 
And he had press' d again^ 
Ifoar'd my treacherous heart might grant him more* 

Louisa. Welly for all this, I would have sent him 
to plead his pardon, but that I would not yet a while 
have him know of my flight. And where do you 
bope to find protection } 

Clara, The Lady Abbess of the convent of St. Ca^ 
therine is a relation and kind friend of mine — I shall be 
secure with her, and you had best go thither with me. 

Louisa. No ; I am determined to find Antonio first ; 
and, as I live, here comes the very man I will em- 
ploy to seek him for me. 

Clara. Who is he } he's a strange figure ! 

Louisa. Yes ; that sweet creature is the man whom 
my father has fixed on for my husband. 

Clara, And will you speak to him? are you mad? 

Louisa, He is the fittest man in the world for my 
purpose — for, though I was to have married him to-% 
morrow, he is the only man in Seville, who, I am 
sure, never saw me in his life. 

Clara, And how do you know him ? 

houisa. He arrived but yesterday, and he was 
shown to me from the window, as he visited my father. 
. Clara, Well, Til begone. 

Louisa, Hold, my dear Clara — a thought has struck 
me — will you give me leave to borrow your name, as 
I see occasion? 

Clara, It will but disgrace you — but use it as you 
please — I dare not stay — \Going!\ — but, Louisa, if 
you should see your brother, be sure you don't in- 
form him, that I have taken refuge with the Dame 
Prior of the convent of St. Catherine, on the left hand 
side of the piazza, which leads to the church ojf St. 
Anthony. 
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Louisa, Ha ! ha ! ha ! Fll be very particular in my 
directions where he may not find you. [Exeunt Clara 
and Maid.] So ! my swain, yonder^ has done ad- 
miring himself, and draws nearer. [Retires. 

Enter Isaac and Carlos ; Isaac with a Pocket 

Glass. 

Isaac, [Looking in the Glass.l I tell you, fri^d 
Carlos, I will please myself in the habit of my chin. 

Carlos. But, my dear friend^ how can you think to 
please a lady with such a face ? 

Isaac. Why, what's the matter with the face ? I 
think it is a very engaging face ; and, I am sure, a 
lady must have very little taste, who could dislike my 
beard. [Sees^ Louisav] See now ! — I'll die if here is 
not a little damsel struck with it already. 

Louisa. Signior, are you disposed to oblige a -lady, 
who greatly wants your assistance. [Uwceils. 

Isaac. Egad, a very pretty black-eyed girl ! she has 
certainly taken a fancy to me, Carlos — ^first, ma'am, 
I must beg the favour of your name. 

Louisa. So! it*s well 1 am/ provided. [Aside."} My 
name, sir, is Donna Clara D'Almanza. 

Isaac. What! — Don Guzman's daughter? I'faithy 
I just now heard she was missing. 

Louisa. But sure, sir, you have too much gal- 
lantry and honour to betray me, whose fault is love ? 

Isaac. So ! a passion for me ! poor girl ! why, 
ma'am, as for betraying you, I don't see how I could 
get any thing by it; so you may rely on ray honour ; 
but as for your love, I am sorry your case is so des- 
perate. 

Louisa. Why so, signior ? 

Isaac. Because I am positively engaged to another 
-^an't I, Carlos ? 

Louisa. Nay, but hear me. 

Isaac, No, no ; what should I hear forF It is im* 
possible for tne to court you iu an Vxououiable way<; 
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and, for any thing else, if I were to comply now, I 
suppose you have some ungrateful brother, or cousin, 
who would want to cut my throat for my civility — 
so, truly, you had best go home again. 

Xovisa. Odious wretch ! [Aside.] But, good signior, 
it is Antonio D'Ercilla, on whose account 1 have 
eloped. 

Isaac. How. ! what ! it is not with me, then, that 
you are in love ? 

Louisa. No, indeed, it is not. 

Isaac. Then you are a forward, impertinent, sim- 
pleton ! and I shall certainly acquaint your father. 

Louisa. Is this your gallantry ? 

Isaac. Yet hold — Antonio D'Ercilla, did you say f 
egad, I may make something of this — Antonio D'Er- 
cilla ? 

Louisa. Yes ; and, if ever you hope to prosper in 
love, you will bring me to him. 

Isaac. By St. lago and I will ^o — Carlos, this 
Antonio is one who rivals me (as Iliave heard) with 
Louisa — now, if I could hamper him with this girl, I 
should have the field to myself; hey, Carlos! A 
lucky thought, isn't it ? 

Carlos. Yes, very good — very good — 

Isaac. Ah ! this little brain is never at a loss^« 
cunning Isaac ! cunning rogue ! Donna Clara, virill 
you trust yourself a while to my friend^s direction ? 

Louisa. May I rely on you, good signior? 

Carlos. Lady, it is impossible 1 should deceive 
you. 

▲IR. 

Had I keart for falsehood fram^f 

I ne'er could injure you ; 
for tlio* your tongue no promjse clainCd^ 

Your charms would make me true. 
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To you no soul shall bear deceit^ 

No stranger offer wrong, 
- But friends in all the ag'd you'U meet ; 

And lovers in the young. 

But when they learn that you have blest 

Another with your hearty 
They'll bid aspiring passions restf 

And act a brother's part ; 
Then, lady, dread not here deceit^ 

Nor fear to suffer wrong ; 
For friends in all theag'd you'll meet, 

And lovers in the young. 

Isaac. Ill conduct the lady to my lodgings. Car* 
los ; I must haste to Don Jerome — perhaps you know 
Louisa, ma'am. She is divinely handsome — isn't 
she? 

Louisa. You must excuse me for not joining with 
you. J 

Isaac. Why, I have heard it on all hands. 

Louisa. Her father is uncommonly partial to her ; 
but I believe you will find she has rather a matronly 
air. 

Isaac. Carlos, this is all envy — ^you pretty girls 
never speak well of one another — harkye, find out 
Antonio, and Til saddle him with this scrape, I war- 
rant ! Oh, 'twas the luckiest thought !— Donna Clara^ 
your very obedient — Carlos, to your post. 

DUETT. 

Isaac. My mistress expects me, and I must go to her. 
Or how can I hope for a smile? 

Louisa. Soon may you return, a prosperous wooer. 
But think what I suffer the while : 
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jHone, and away from the man rvhom I hce^ 
In strangers rm fared to confide.} 
Isaac. Dear lady^ my friend you may trusty and keU 

prace^ 
Your servant y protector, and guide. 

AIR — CARLOS. 

Gentle maidy ah! why suspect me f 
Let me serve thee — then reject me* 
Canst thou trusty and I deceive thee f 
Art thou sad, and shtdl I grieve thee f 
Gentle maid, ah I why suspect me f 
Let me serve thee — then reject me^ 



TRIO. 

Xooisiu Never may*st thou happy be. 
If in ought thou*rt false to me, 

Isaacs Never may he happy be, 

If in ought he s false to thee* 

Carlos. Never may I happy be. 

If in ought Frnjalse to thee* 

Louisa. Never may'st thou, SfC* 
Isaac. Never may he, SfC* 

Carlos. Never may I, SfC* 



[Exeunt. 



B^ 
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ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 



A Library m Don Jerome's Home* 



Enter Don Jerome and Isaac. 

Jerome, Ha ! ha ! ha ! run away from her fadier ! 
has she given him the slip ! Ha! ha! ha! poor Dob 
Guzman ! 

Isaac. Ay ; and I am to conduct her to Antonio ; 
by which means you see I shall hamper him so that 
he can gfve me no disturbance with your daughter — 
this is trap, isn't it ? a nice stroke of cunning, heh ! 

Jerome. Excellent ! Excellent ! yes, yes, carry her 
to him, hamper him by all means, ha I ha ! ha ! j)oor 
Don Guzman! an old fool! imposed on by a girl! 

Isaac, Nay, they have the cunning of serpents, that's 
the truth on't. 

Jerome, Psha ! they are cunning only when they 
have fools to deal with — why don't my girl play me 
such a trick — let her cunning overreach my caution, 
I say — heh, little Isaac ! 

Isaac, True, true; or let me see any of the sex 
make a fool of me — No, no, egad, little Solomon, (as 
my aunt used to call me) understands tricking a little 
too well. 

Jerome* Ay, but such a driveller as Don Guzman. 

J^^aac. And such a dupe as Autonio. 
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Jerome. True ; gure never were seen such a couple 
of credulous simpletons, but come, 'tis time yoQ should 
see my daughter — you must carry on the siege by 
yourself, friend Isaac* 

Isaac. Sir, you'll introduce — 

Jerome. No — I have sworn a solemn oath not to 
tee or speak to her till she renounces her disobedience; 
"win her to that, and she gains a father and a husband 
at once. 

Isaac. Gad, I shall never be able to deal with her 
alone; nothing keeps me in such awe as perfect 
beauty — now there is something consoling and en« 
couraging in ugliness. 

Give- Isaac the nymph who no beauty can boast; 
But health and good humour to make her his toast^ 
If strait, I dont mind whether slender or fat ^ 
And sis feet orfour^we'U ne'er quarrel for that. 

What^er her complexiotty I vow T don*t care^ 
ff brown it is lasting^ more pleasing if fair ; 
And tho* in her face I no dimples shoua seCy 
Jjtt her smilCf and each dell is a dimple to me. - 

Let her locks be the reddest that iver were seen^ 
And her eyes may be e'en any colour but greeny 
Be they light, grey or black, their lustre and hucy 
I swear Fve no choice, only let her have two. 

Tis true Fd dispense with a throne on her backy 
And white teeth 1 own, are genteeler than blacky 
A little round chin too*s a beauty Fve heard. 
But I only desire, that she mayn't have a beard. 

Jerome. You will change your note, my friend, 
when you've seen Louisa. 
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Isaac, O Don Jerome, the honour of your alli- 
ance — 

Jerome. Ay, but her beauty will affect you — she is, 
though I say it, who am her father, a very prodigy 
— there you will see features with an eye like mine — 
yes i'faith, there is a kind of wicked sparkling — some-* 
thing of a roguish brightness, that shows her to be my 
own. 

Isaac, Pretty rogue ! 

Jerome. Then, when she smiles, you'll see a little 
dimple in one cheek only ; a beauty it is certainly, 
yet you shall not say which is prettiest, the cheek 
with the dimple, or the cheek without. 

Isaac* Pretty rogue! 

Jerome, Then the roses on those cheeks are shaded 
with a sort of velvet down, that gives a delicacy to 
the glow of health. 

Isaac^ Pretty rogue! 

Jerome, Her skin pure dimi(y, yet more fair, being 
•pangled here and there with a golden freckle. 

Isaac. Charming pretty rogue! pray how is the 
tone of her voice I 

Jerome, Remarkably pleasing — ^but if you could 
prevail oh her to sing, you would be enchanted — ^she 
is a nightingale — a Virginia nightingale — but come, 
come; her maid shall conduct you to her Anticham«< 
ber. 

Isaac, Well, egad, Til pluck up resolution, and 
meet her frowns intrepidly. 

Jerome, Ay ! woo her briskly — win her and give 
me a proof of your address, my little Solomon. 

Isaac, But hold — I expect my friend Carlos to call 
on me here — If he comes will yon send him to me ? 

Jerome. I will — Lauretta, come — she'll show you 
to the room — what ! do you droop ? here's a mourn- 
ful face to make love with ! [Exeunt, 
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SCENE ir. 



Louisa's Dressing Room, 



Enter Maijd and Isaac. 

Matd. Sir, my mistress will wait on you presently. 

[Goes to the Door, 

Isaac* When she's at leisure — don't hurry her. 
[Exit Maid.] I wish 1 had ever practised a love scene 
— I doubt I shall make a poor figure — I couldn't be 
more afraid, if I was going before the inquisition — so ! 
the door opens — yes, she's coming — the very rustling 
of her silk has a disdainful sound. 

Enter Duenna, dressed as Louisa. 

Now dar'n't I look round for the soul of me — her 
beauty will certainly strike me dumb, if 1 do. 1 wish 
she'd speak first. 

Duenna. Sir, I attend your pleasure. 

Isaac. So ! the ice is broke, and a pretty civil he- 
ginning too ! hem ! madam — miss — I'm all attention. 

Diienna, Nay, sir, 'tis I who should listen, and you 
propose. 

Isaac. Egad, this isn't so disdainful neither — I be- 
lieve I may venture to look — No — I daren't — one 
glance of those roguish sparklers would fix me again. 

Duenna* You seem thoughtful, sir — let me persuade 
you to sit down. 

Isaaci So, so; she mollifies apace — she's struck 
with my figure ! this attitude has had its effect. 

Duenna. Come, sir, here's a chair. 

Isaac. Madam, the greatness oi'^o>3Lt^^^^^'»»^^^^- 
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powers me — that a lady so lovely should deign to 
turn her beauteous eyes on me so. 

iSke takes his Haitdy he turns and sees her. 
ou seem surprised at my condescension. 

Isaac. Why, yes, madam, I am a little surprised at 
it; zuunds! this can never be Louisa — she's ias old 
as my mother. [Aside. 

Duenna. But former prepossessions give way to my 
father's commands. 

Isaac. \Asidei\ Her father! Yes, 'tis she then- 
Lord, lord ; how blind some parents are ! 

Duenna. Signor Isaac. 

Isaac, Truly, the little damsel was right — she has 
rather a matronly air indeed ! ah ! 'tis well my aflfec- 
tions are fixed on her fortune, and not her person. 

Duenna. Signor, won't you sit ? [^^e sits. 

Isaac. Pardon me, madam, I have scarce recovered 
my astonishment at — your condescension, madam — 
$he has the devil's own dimples to be sure ! [Aside^ 

Duenna. I do not wonder, sir, that you are sur- 
prized at my affability — I own signor, that I was 
vastly prepossessed against you, and being teased by 
my father, I did give some encouragement to Antonio; 
but then, sir, you were described to -me as a quite 
different person. 

Isaac. Ay, and so you was to me, upon my soul,, 
madam. 

Duenna. But when I saw you, I was never more 
struck in my life. 

Isaac. That was just my case too, madam ; I was 
struck all on a heap, for my part. 

Duenna. Well, sir, 1 see our misapprehension has 
been mutual — you expected to find me haughty and 
averse, and I was taught to believe you a little, black, 
snub-nosed fellow, without person, manners, or address. 

Isaac. Egad, 1 wish she had answered her picture 
SIS well. 
JDaenna. But, sir, your air is noble— something so 

4 
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liberal in your carriage, with so penetrating an eye, 
and so bewitching a smile. 

Isaac. Egad, now I look at her again, I don't think 
the is so ugly. 

Duenna. So little like a jew, and so much like a 
gentleman. 

Isaac. Well, certainly there is something pleasing 
in the tone of her voice. 

Duenna. You will pardon this breach of decorum 
in praising you thus, but my joy at being so agreeably 
deceived has given me such a flow of spirits ! 

Isaac', O dear lady, may I thank those dear lips 
for this goodness, [Kisses Aer.] why, she has a pretty 
sort of velvet down, that's the truth on't ! [Aside. 

Duenna^ O, sir, you have the most insinuating 
manner, but indeed you should get rid of that odious 
beard—- one might as well kiss an hedge hog. 

Isaac. YeS) ma'am, the razor wouldn't be amiss — for 
either of us. [Aside.'\ Could you favour me with a 
song? 

Duenna. Willingly, sir, though I am rather hoarse 
— Ahem ! [Begmsto sing, 

Isaac. Very like a Virginia nightingale — Ma'am, I 
perceive you're hoarse — I beg you will not distress — 

Duenna. O, not in the least distressed ; — now, sir. 

SONG. 

JVhen a tender maid 
Isjirst essayed^ 
By seme admiring swam^ 
How her blushes rise^ 
If she meets his eyes^ 
IV&k he unfolds his pain ; 
If he takes her handy she trembles quite^ 
Touch her lips^ and she swoons outright ^ 

WhUe a pit a pat, S^c. 
Her heart avows herfrighU 
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Carlos. Why, she's damned Ugly J 

Isaac* Hush ! [Stops his Moutk* 

Duenna, What is your friend saying, signor ? 

Isaac. O ma'am, he is expriessing his raptures at 
such charms as he never saw before, eh, Carlos ? 

Carlos, Ay, such as I never saw before, indeed ! 

Duenna, x ou are a very obliging gentleman-^well, 
Signor Isaac, I believe we had better part for the pre- 
sent. Remember our plan. 

Isaac. O, ma'am, it is written in my heart, fixed as 
the image of those divine beauties — adieu, idol of 

my soul ! — ^yet once more permit me 

[Kisses her* 

Duenna, Sweet, courteous sir, adieu ! 

Isaac, Your slave eternally — Come, Carlos, say 
something civil at taking leave. 

Carlos, rfaith, Isaac, she is the hardest woman to 
compliment I ever saw ; however, 111 try something I 
had studied for the occasion. 



soNa. 

Ah ! sure a pair was never seen, 
Sq justly fomCd to meet hy nature; 

The youth excelling so in mien^ 
The maid in ev'ry grace of feature* 
hgw happy, are such hvers^ 
When kindred beauties each discffoerSy 
For surely she 
Was made for thee^ 
And thou to bless this Iffoely creature. 



So mUd your looks^ your children thence^ 

WUl early learn the task of duty^ 
The boys with all their father's senscy 
Tie girU with tiUthdr mothei'sbeautii. 
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Oh ! how happy to inherit^ 
At once such graces and such spirit. 
Thus while you live 
May fortune givey 
Each blessing equal to your merit. 

[Exeunt I^aac, Caalos, mid Duenna. 



SC£NE III. 

^ A Library. 

Jerome and Ferdinand discovered* 

Jerome. Object to Antonio? I have said it; his po- 
verty, can you acquit him of that? 

Ferd. Sir, 1 own he is not over rich ; but he is of as 
ancient and honourable a family, as any in the king- 
dom. 

Jerome. Yes, I know the beggars are a very ancient 
family in most kingdoms ; but never in great repute, 
boy. 

Ferd, Antonio, sir, has many amiable qualities. 

Jerome. But he is poor; can you clear him of that, 
I say ? Is he not a gay, dissipated rake, who has 
squandered his patrimony ? 

Ferd, Sir, he inherited but little ; and that, his ge- 
nerosity, more than his profuseness, has stripped him 
of; but he has never sullied his honour, which, with 
bis title, has outlived his means. 

Jerome. Psliaw ! you talk like" a blockhead ! no- 
bility, without an estate, is as ridiculous, as gold- 
lace on a frize coat. 

Ferd, This language, sir, would better become a 
Dutch, or English trader, than a Spaniard. 

Jerome. Yes ; and those Dutch and English trad-* 
ers, as you call them, are the wiser people. Why, 
booby, in England, they were formerly as nice^ ai to 
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birth and family, as we are : but they have long dis- 
covered what a wonderful purifier gold is ; and now, 
no one there regards pedigree in any thing but a horse 
— Oh, here comes Isaac ! I hope he has pi^spered in 
his suit. 

Ferd, Doubtless, that agreeable figure of his, must 
have helped his suit surprisingly. 

Jerome* How now? [Ferdinand walks aside* 

Enter Isaac. 

Well, my friend, have you softened her ? 

Isaac. Oh, yes ; I have softened her. 

Jerome. What, does she come to ? ' 

Isaac. Why, truly, she was kinder than I expected 
to find her. 

Jerome. And the dear little angel was civil, hey ? 

Isaac. Yes, the pretty little angel was very civil. 

Jerome. I'm transported to hear it — well, and you 
were astonished at her beauty, hey ? 

Isaac 1 was astonished, indeed ! pray, how old is 
miss ? 

Jerome. How old ? let me see— eight and twelve — 
she is twenty. 

Isaac. Twenty? 

Jerome. Ay, to a month. 

Isaac. Then, upon my soul, she is the oldest look- 
ing girl of her age, in Christendom ! 

Jerwne. Do you think so? but, I believe, you will 
not see a prettier girl. 

Isaac. Here and there one. 

Jerome. Louisa has the family face. 

Isaac. Yes, 'egad, I should have taken it for a 
family face, and one that has been in the family some 
time toa . [Aside. 

Jerome. She has her father's eyes. 

Isaac. Truly I should have guessed them to have 

been so — If she had her mother's spectacles, I believe 

she would not see the worse. [Aside. 
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Jerome. Her aunt Ursula's nose, and her graadmo- 
ther^s forehead, to a hair. 

Isaac. Ay, 'faith, and her grandfatber^s chin, to a 
hair. [Mde. 

Jerome. Well, if she was but as dutiful as she's 
handsome — and harkye, friend Isaac, she is none of 
your mado-up beauties — ^her charms are of the lasting 
kind. 

Isaac. I'faith, so they should — for if she be but 
twenty now, she may double her age, before her years 
will overtake her face* 

Jerome. Why, sounds, Master Isaac ! you are not 
sneering, are you? 

Isaac. Why now, seriously, Don Jerome, do you 
think your daughter handsome ? 

Jerome. By &is light, she^s as handsome a girl as 
any in Seville. 

Isaac. Then, by these eyes, I think her as plain a 
woman as ever I beheld ! 

Jerome. By St. lago, you must be blind ! 

Isaac. No, no ; 'tis you are partial, 

Jerome. How ! have I neither sense nor taste ? If a 
fair skin, fine eyes, teeth of ivory, with a lovely bloom, 
and a delicate shape — if these, with a heavenly voice, 
atid a world of grace, are not charms, I know not 
what you call beautiful. 

Isaac. Good lack, with what eyes a father sees !— 
As I have life, she is the .very reverse of all this; as 
for the dimity skin you told me of, I swear, 'tis a tho* 
rough nankeen, as ever I saw ! for her eyes, their ut- 
most merit is not squinting — for . her teeth, where 
there is one of ivory, its neighbour is pure ebony, 
black and white alternately, just like the keys of an 
harpsichord. Then, as to her singing, and heavenly 
voice — by this hand, she haV a shrill, cracked pipe, 
that sounds, for all the world, like a child's trumpet. 

Jerome. Why, you little Hebrew scoundrel, do you 
mean to insult me? out of my how%^>\iA.^\ 

E 2 
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Ferd. Dear sir, what's the matter ? 

Jerome* Why, this Israelite here, has the impudence 
to say your sistei's ugly. 

Ferd, He must be either blind or insolent. 

I$aac, So, I find they are all in a story. '£gad, I 
believe I have gone too far ! 

Ferd, Sure, sir, there must be some mistake; It 
can't be my sister whom he has seen. 

Jerome, 'Sdeath ! you are as great a fool as be ! 
what mistake can there be ? did not 1 lock up Louisa, 
and havn't 1 the key in my own pocket ? And didn't 
her maid show him into the dressing room ? and yet 
you talk of a mistake ; no, the Portuguese meant to 
insult me-^and, but that this roof protects him, old 
as I am, this sword should do me justice. 

Isaac, I must get off as well as I can — ^her fortune 
is not the less handsome. 



DUETT. • 

Isaac. Believe me, good sir^ I ne'er meant to offend, 
My mistress I love, and I value my friend: 
Tq win her, and wed her, is still my request^ 
For better, for worse, and J swear I don't Jest. 

Jerome. Zounds ! you'd best not provoke me, my rage i9 

so high, 
Isaac. Jlold him fast, I beseech you, his rage is so 

high, 
Good siry you're too hot, and this place I must 

Jerome. You're a knave and a sot, and this place you'd 

best fly. 

Isa(ic, Don Jerome, com« now, let us lay aside bX\ 
joking, and be serious, 
Jerome. Howf 
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Isaac. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Ill be hanged if you havn't 
taken my abuse of your daughter seriously. 

Jerome* You meant it so, did not youf 

Isaac. O mercy, no ! a joke — just to try how an- 
gry it would make you. 

Jerome. Was that all, i'faith ? I didn't know you 
had been such a wag, ha ! ha ! ha ! By St. lago ! you 
made me very angry though — well, and you do think 
Louisa handsome? 

Isaac. Handsome ! Venus de Medicis was a sybil 
to het. 

Jerome. Give me your hand, you little jocose rogue 
— ^'Egad, I thought we had been all off. 

Ferd. So ! I was in hopes this would have been a 
quarrel ; but I find the Jew is too cunning. 

Jerome. Ay, this gust of passion has made me dry 
-^1 am seldom ruffled-— order sbme wine in the 
next room — let us drink the poor girl's health — poor 
Louisa! ugly,heh! Ha! ha! ha! Twas a very good 
joke, indeed ! 

Isaac. And a very true one, for all that. 

Jerome, And, Ferdinand, I insist upon your drink- 
ing success to my friend. 

Ferd. Sir, I will drink success to my friend, with 
all my heart. 

Jerome. Come, little Solomon, if any sparks of an- 
ger had remained, this would be the only way to 
quench them. 



TRIO. 

A bumper of good liquor^ 
Will end a contest quicker f 
Than justice fjudge^ or vicar. 
So Jill a cheerfid glass f 
And let good humour pass* 
B 3 
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But if more deep the quarrel. 

Why, sooner drain the barrel^ 

Than he the hateful feUoWy - 

That's crabbed when he is mellow, 

A bumper, Spc. [Exeunt* 



SCENE IV. 



Isaac's Lodgings, 



Enter LoviSsA. 

. Louisa, Was ever truant daughter so whimsically 
circumstanced as I am ! I have sent my intended hus* 
band to look after my lover — the man of my father's 
choice is gone to bring me the man of my own — but 
how dispiriting is this interval of expectation ! 

JBn^er Carlos. 

So, friend, is Antonio found? 

Carlos, I could not meet with him, lady ; but I 
doubt not| my friend Isaac will be here with him pre- 
sently. 

Louisa, Oh, shame ! you have used no diligence — ^Js 
this your courtesy, to a lady, who has trusted herself 
to your protection ? 

Carlos, Indeed, madam, I have not been remiss. 

Louisa, Well, well ; but if either of you had known 
how each monient of delay weighs upon the heart of 
her who loves, and waits the object of her love, Oh, yo 
would not then have trifled thus ! 

Carlos, Alas, 1 know it well! 

Louisa, Were you ever in love then ? 
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Carlos, I was, lady ; but while I have life, will ne- 
ver be again. 

Louisa, Was your mistress so cruel ? 

Carlos, If she had always been so, I should have 
been happier. 

SONG. 

O, had my love ne'er smiTd on me, 

I ne*er had known such anguish ; 
But think howfalscj how cruel she. 

To bid me cease to languish. 
To bid me hope her hand to gain^ 

Breathe on a flame half perished ; 
And then with cold andflx'd disdain^ 

To kill the hope she cherish'd. 

Not worse his fate, who on a wreck. 

That drove as winds did blow it ; 
Silent had left the shattered deck. 

To find a grave below it. 
Then land was cried — no more resigned, 

He glowed withjotf to hear it ; 
Not worse his fate, his woe to find. 

The wreck must sink ere near it, 

Louisa. As I live, here is your friend coming with 
Antonio— ril retire for a moment to surprise him. 

[Exit. 

Enter Isaac and Antonio. 

Ant, Indeed, my good friend, you must be mistaken. 
Clara D'Almanza in love with me, and employ you to 
bring me to meet her ! It is impossible ! 

Isaac. That you shall see in an instant — Carlos, 
where is the lady ? [Carlos points to the Doors,] In 
the next room is she i 
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Ant. Nay, if that lady is really here, she certainly 
wants me lo conduct her to a dear friend of min^ 
who has long been her lover. 

Isaac. Eshaw! 1 tell you 'tis no such thing — you 
arc the man she wants, and nobody but you. Here'i 
ado lo persuade you to lake a pretty girl that's dying 
for you ! I 

jint. But I have no aftection for this lady. | 

Jsaac. And you have for Louisa, hey f but take ny 
word for it, Antonio, you have no chance there— so 
you may as well secure the good that offers itself to 

jint. And could you reconcile it to your con- 
science. In supplant your friend ? 

Isaac. Pish ! Conscience has no more lo do with 
gallantry, than it has with politics— why, you are no 
honest fellow, if love can't make a rogue of you — so 
come, do go in, and speak to herat last. 

Ant. Well, I have no objection lo that. 

laaac. [Opem the Door.] There — there she is — 
yonder by the window — gel in, do — [PvsAes Am in, 
and half s/aits the Door.] now, Carlos, now I shall ham- 
per bim, I warrant— stay, I'll peep how they go on — 
egad, he looks confoundedly posed — now site's coax- 
ing him — see, Carlos, he begins to come lo — ay, ay, 
hell soon forget his conscience. 

Carlos. Look — now they are both laughing E 

Isaac. Ay, bo they are — yes, yes, they are laughing 
at that dear friend, be talked of — ay, poor devil, they 
have outwitted him. 

Carlos. Now he's kissing her hand. 

Isaac. Yes, yes, 'faith, they're agreed — he's caught, 
he's int angled — my dear Carlos, we have brought it 
about. Oh, this little cunning head! I'm a Machia- 
vel— a very Machiavel. 

Car/as. I hear somebody inquiring for you — I'll see 
ifha it is. [Exit Caklos, 
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Enter Antonio and Louisa. 

Ant. Well, my good friend, tliis lady has so entirely 
convinced me of the certainty of your success at Don 
Jerome's, that I now resign my pretensions there. 

Isaac, You never did a wiser thing, believe me — 
and as for deceiving your friend, that's nothiiTg at all 
-—tricking is all fair in love, isn't it, ma'am ? 

Louisa, Certainly, sir, and i am particularly glad 
to find you are of that opinion. 

Isaac, O lud ! yes, ma'am — let any^one outwit me, 

that can, I say — but here, let me join your hands 

there, you lucky rogue ! I wish you happily married, 
from the bottom of my soul ! 

Louisa, And I am sure if you wish it, no one else 
should prevent it. 

Isaac, Now, Antonio, we are rivals no more ; so let 
us be friends, will you } 

Ant, With all my heart, Isaac. 

Isaac, It is not every man, let me tell you, that 
would have taken such pains, or been so generous to 
a rival. 

Ant, No, 'faith ; I don't believe there's another be- 
side yourself in all Spain. 

Isaac, Well, but you resign all pretensions to the 
other lady f 

Ant, That I do, most sincerely. 

Isaac, I doubt you have a little hankering there 
still. 

Ant. None in the least, upon my soul. 

Isaac, I mean after her fortune. 

Ant. No, believe me You are heartily welcome 

to every thing she has, 

Isaac, Well, i'faith, you have the best of the bar- 
gain, as to beauty, twenty to one — now I'll tell you 
ft. secret — | am to carry off Louisa this very evening. 
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Louisa, Indeed! 

Isaac, Yes, she has sworn not to take a husband 
from her father'^ hand*— so^ IVe persuaded him to 
trust her to walk with me in the garden, and then we 
shall give him the slip. 

Louisa. And is Don Jerome to know nothing of 
this? 

,jlkaac. Olud, no! there lies the jest — Don't you 
see that, by this step, I overreach him ? I shall be en- 
titleij- to the girl's fortune, without settling a ducat on 
her, ha ! ha ! ha ! I'm a cunning dog, an't I ? A sly 
little villain, eh ? 

Ant. Ha ! ha ! ha ! you are indeed ! 

Isaac. Roguish, youll say, but keen, eh? — devilish 
keen? 

Ant. So you are indeed — keen — very keen. 

Isaac. And what a laugh we shall have at Don 
Jerome's, when the truth comes out ! hey ? 

Louisa. Yes, I'll answer for it, we shall have a good 
laugh when the truth comes out, ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Enter Carlos. 

Carlos. Here are the dancers come to practsie the 
fandango, you intended to have honoured Donna 
Louisa with. 

Isaac. O, I shan't want them, but as I must pay 
them, I'll see a caper for my money — will you ex- 
cuse me ? 

Louisa. Willingly. 

Isaac. Here's my friend, whom you may command 
for any services. Madam, y^ur most obedient-^ Anto- 
nio, I wish you all happiness. — Oh, the easy block- 
head ! what a tool I have made of him ! — "This was 
a master-piece ! [Exit. 

Louisa. Carlos, will you be my guard again, and 
convey mt to the convent of St. Catherine ? 
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Ant, Why, Louisa — why should you go there ? 

I/misa. I have my reasons, and you must not be 
seen to -go with me; I shall write from thence to my 
father ; perhaps, when he finds what he has driven me 
to, he may relent. 

AttL I have no hope from him — O Louisa ! in 
these arms should be your sanctuary. 

Louisa. Be patient but for a little while — my fa- 
ther cannot force me from thence. But let me see 
you there before evening, and I will explain myself. 

jint. I shall obey. 

Louisa. Come, friend — Antonio, Carlos has been a 
lover himself. 

Ant. Then he knows the value of his trust. 

Carlos, You shall not find me unfaithful. 



TRIO. 

Soft pity neoer leaves the gentle breast 

Where love has been received a welcome guest ^ 

As toamtring saints poor huts have sacred made. 

He hallows ev*ry heart he once has sway*d ; 

And when his presence we no longer share, 

Stm leaices compassion as a relic there. [Exeunt. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 



A Library, 



Enter Jerome and Servant. 

• Jerome, Why, I never was so amazed in my life f 
Louisa gone off with Isaac Mendoza ! what ! steal 
away with the very man whom I wanted her to mar- 
ry — elope with her own husband, as it were — it is im- 
possible ! 

Serv, Her maid says, sir, they had your leave to 
walk in the garden, while you was abroad — The door 
by the shrubbery was found open, and they have not 
been heard of since. [Exit, 

Jerome, Well^ it is the most unaccountable affair ! 
'sdeath ! there is certainly some infernal mystery in 
it, I can't comprehend ! 

Enter Second Servant, with a Letter. 

Serv. Here is a letter, sir, from Signor Isaac. 

[Exit, 
Jerome, So, so, this will explain — ay, Isaac Men- 
doza-^ let me see— [Reads. 

Dearest sir. 
You must, doubtless, he much surprised at my flight 
•with your daughter — Yes, 'faith, and well I may — I 
^d tA^ happiness to gain her hearty at our flrst inter* 
2 
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view — The devil you had l-^^But she havifig unforiU" 
nately made a vow not to receive a husbandfrom your 
hands, I was obliged to comply with her whim — So, so I 
— We shall shortly throw ourselves at your feet y and I 
hope you will have a blessing ready for one^ who will 
then be 

Tour son-in^aWy 

Isaac Mekdoza. 

A whim, hey? Why, the devil's in the girl, I think ! 
This morning, she would die sooner than have him, 
and before evening, she runs away with him ! — Well, 
well, my will's accomplished — let the motive be 
what it will — -and the Portuguese, sure, will never 
deny to fulfill the rest of the article. 

Enter Servant, with another Letter, 

Serv, Sir, here's a man below, who says he brought 
this from my young lady. Donna Louisa. [Exit, 

Jerome. How! yes it is my daughter's hand in- 
deed ! Lord, there was no occasion for them both to 
writ^ ; . well, let's see what she says [Reads. 

My dearest Father, 
How shall I entreat your pardon for the rash step I 
have taken — how confess the motive? — Pish ! hasn't 
[saac just told me the motive ? — one would think they 
weren't together when they wrote — If I have a spirit 
•00 resentful of ill usage, I have also a heart as easily 
iffected by kindness — So, so, here the whole matter 
:omes out ; her resentment for Antonio's ill-usage, 
las made her sensible of Isaac's kindness — yes, yes, it 
s all plain enough — well I am not married yet, 

hough with a man, I am convinced, adores me Yes, 

res, I dare say Isaac is very fond of her — But I shall 
mxiously expect your answer^ vi which, should I be so 

¥ 
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fortunate as to receive your consent^ you mil tnake com* 
pletely ha^^ 

. Your ever affectionate daughtery 

Louisa* 

My consent? to be sure she shall have it ! — ^"egad, I 
was never better pleased-— I have fulfilled my resolu- 
tion — I knew I shoHld — Oh, there's nothing like ob- 
stinacy— ^— Lewis ! 

Enter Servant. 

Let the man, who brought the last letter, wait ; and 
get me a pen and ink below. I am impatient to set 
poor Louisa's heart at rest — holloa! Lewis! Sancho! 

Enter Servants. 

See, that there be a noble supper provided in the Sa-' 
loon to-night — serve up my best wines, and let me 
have music, d'ye hear ? 

Serv, Yes, sir. [Exeunt. 

Jerome. And order all my doors to be thrown open 

— admit all guests, with masks or without masks 

rfaith, we'll have a night of it — And I'll let them see 
how merry an old man can be. 



SONG, 

Ohy the dm/s when I was youngs 
When llaugh'd in fortune's spite, 

Talk* d of love the whole day long, 
And with nectar crown* d the night ! 

Then itwas^ old father Care, 
Little reeled 1 of thy frown. 

Half thy malice youth could bear. 
And the rest a bumper drown* 
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Trutht they say^ lies m a weU^ 

Why^ I vaw^ I n^er could seCy 
Let the water-drinkers tell. 

There it dtways lay for me* 
For when sparkUng wine went rounds 

Never saw I falsehood's mask, 
But still honest truth I founds 

In the bottom of each flask. 

True, at length my vigour'sflownf 

I haoe years to bring decay ; 
Tew ike locks, that now I own, 

And the few I have, are grey. 
Yet, old Jerome, thou may'st boast, 

While thy spirits do not tire, 
StUl beneath thy age's frost, 

Ghws a spark ^ youthful f re. [Exit. 



SCENE II. 



The New Piazza. 



Enter Ferdinand and Lopez. 

Ferd. What, could you gather no tidings of ker ? 
Kor guess where she was gone ? O Clara ! Clara ! 

Lopez, in truth, sir, I could not.-— That she was 
run away from her father, was in every body's mouthy 
— and that Don Guzman was in pjirsuit of her, was 
also a very common report — wh^e she was gone, or 
what was become of her, no one could take upon them 
to say. 

f2 
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Ferd. 'Sdeath and fury, you blockhead ! she can't 
be out of Seville. 

Lopez. So 1 said to myself, sir — 'Sdeath and fury, you 
blockhead, says I, she can't be out of Seville — Then 
some said, she had hanged herself for love; and others 
have it, Don Antonio had carried her off. 

Ferd. 'Tis false, scoundrel ! no one said that. 

IjOpez. Then I misunderstood them, sir. 

Ferd. Go, fool, get home, and never let me see you 
again, till you bring me news of her. [Exit Loprz.] 
Oh, how my fondness for this ungrateful girl, has hurt 
my disposition! . 

Enter Isaac 

Isaac. So, I have her safe, and have only to find a 
priest to marry us. Antonio now may marry Clara, or 
not, if he pleases ! 

Fred. Whati what was that you said of Clara? 

Isaac. Oh, Ferdinand ! my brother-in-law, that shall 
be, who thought of meeting you ! 

Ferd. But what of Clara ? 

Isaac. I'faith, you shall hear. — This morning, as I 
was coming down, I met a pretty damsel, who told me 
her name was Clara d'Almanza, and begged my pro- 
tection. 

JPerc?. How ? 

Isaac, She said she had eloped from her father, Don 
Guzman, but that love for a young gentleman in 
Seville, was the cause. 

Ferd. Oh, Heavens ! did she confess it ? 

Isaac. Oh, yes, she confessed at once — but then, says 
she, my lover is not informed of my flight, nor sus- 
pects my intention. 

Ferd. Dear creature! no more I did indeed ! Oh, I 
am the happiebt fellow ! — [Aside,] Well, Isaac! 

Isaac. Why, then she entreated me to find him out 
forher, and bring him to her. 
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Ferd. Good Heavens, how lucky! — Well, come 
ftlong, lets lose no time. [PuUkg km, 

Isaac. Zooks ! where are we to go ? 

Ferd. Why, did any thing more pass f 

Isaac, Any thing more! yes ; the end on't was, that 
I was moved with her speeches, and complied with 
her desires, 

Ferd. Well, and where is she ? 

Isaac. Where is she ? why, don't I tell you, I com- 

glied with her request, and left her safe in the arms of 
er lover. 

Ferd. 'Sdeath, you trifle with me ! — I have never 
seen her. 

Isaac. You I O lud,no! — How the devil should 
yeu ? Twas Antonio she wanted ; and with Antonio I 
left her. 

Ferd. Hell and madness ! [Aside.] What, Antonio 
d'Ercilla i 

Isaac. Ay, ay, the very man; and the best part of 
it was, he was shy of taking her at first — He talked a 
good deal about honour, and conscience, and de* 
ceiving some dear friend ; but, lord, we soon overuled 
that. 

Ferd. You did. 

Isaac. Oh, yes, presently — such deceit, says he — 
Pish ! says the lady, tricking is all fair in love— but 
then, my friend, says he — Psha! damn your friend, 
says I. — Sof poor wretch, he has no chance — no, no ; 
he may hang himself as soon as he pleases. 

Ferd* I must go, or I shall betray myself. 

Isaac. But stay, Ferdinand, you ha'n't heard the 
best i)f the joke. 

Ferd. Curse on your joke. 

Isaac. Goodlack 1 what's the matter now i I thought 
to have diverted you. 

Ferd. Be rack'd I tortur'd ! damn'd 

Isaac. Why, sure you are not the poor devil of a 

r3 
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lover, are you? Tfaith, as sure as can be, he is — This 
is a better joke than t'other, ha! ha! ha! 

Ferd. What, do you laugh ; you vile, mischievous 
varlet ! [Collars Aim.] But that you're beneath my 
anger, I'd tear your heart out. [Throws him from him. 

Isaac, O mercy ! here's usage for a brother-in-law ! 

Ferd. But, harkye, rascal ! tell me directly where 

these false friends are gone, or, by my soul 

[Draws* 

Isaac. For Heaven's sake, now, my dear brother-in- 
law, don't be in a rage — I'll recollect as well as 1 can. 

Ferd, Be quick then ! 

Isaac, I will, I will — but people's memories differ 
—some have a tt'eacherous memory — now mine is a 
cowardly memory — it takes to its heels, at sight ^f a 
drawn sword, it does, i'faith; and I could as soon fight, 
as recollect. 

Ferd, Zounds ! tell me the truth, and I won't hurt 
you. 

Isaac, No, no, I know you won't, my dear brother- 
in-law — but that ill-looking thing there — 

Ferd, What, then, you won't tell me ? 

Isaac^ Yes, yes, I will; I'll tell you all, upon my 
soul — but why need you listen sword in hand. 

Ferd. Why, there. [Puts up.'\ Now. 

Isaac. Why then, I btlieve they are gone to— that 
is, my friend Carlos told me, he had left Donna Clara 
— dear Ferdinand, keep your hands off — at the con- 
vent of St. Catharine. 

Ferd, St. Catharine I 

Isaac. Yes ; and that Antonio was to come to her 
there. 

Ferd. Is this the truth ? 

Isaac, It is indeed — and all I know, as I hope for 
life. 

Ferd, Well, coward, take your life — *T\% that false, 
dishonourable Antonio, who shall feel my vengeance. 
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Isaac. Ay, ay, kill him — cut his throat, and wel- 
come. 

Ferd. But, for Clara — infamy on her ! she is not 
worth my resentment. 

Isaac. No more she is, my dear brother-in-la\-. 
lYaith, I would not be angry about her — she is not 
worth it, indeed. 

Ferd. 'Tis false ! she is worth the enmity of princes. 

Isaac. True, true, so she is ; and I pity you exceed- 
ingly for having lost her. 

Ferd. 'Sdeath, you rascal ! how durst you talk of 
pitying me ! 

Isaac. Oh, dear brother-in-law, I beg pardon, I don't 
pity you in the least, upon my soul. 

Ferd. Get hence, fool, and provoke me no further; 
nothing but your insignificance saves you. 

Isaac, rfaith, then my insignificance is the best 
friend I have. — I'm going, dear Ferdinand — What a 
curst hot-headed bully it is ! [Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 



The Garden of the Convent, 



Enter Louisa and Clara. 

Louisa. And you really wish my brother may not 
find you out. 

Clara. Why else have I concealed myself under this 
disguise ? 

Louisa. Why, perhaps, because the dress becomes 
you ; for you certainly don't intend to be a nun for 
life. 
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Clara* If, indeed, Ferdinand had not offended me 
so last night. 

Louisa. Come, come, it was hb fear of losing yon, 
made him so rash. 

Clara. Well, you may think roe cruel — ^but I swear, 
if he were here this instant, I believe I should £orgL^ 
him. 

SONG CLAKA. 

By him wc love qffendedf 

Haw soon our anger j^ies ! 
One day apart ^ 'tis ended, 

iehold him, and it dies. 

Last night f your roving brother, 

Enra^d I bade depart, 
And sure his rude presumption, 

Desero'd to lose my heart. 

Yet J were he now before me. 

In spite of infurd pride, 
I fear my eyes voou'd pardon. 

Before my tongue cou*d elude. 

Louisa. I protest, Clara, I shall begin to think you 
are seriously resolved to enter on your probation. 

Clara. And, seriously, I very much doubt whether 
the character of a nun would not become me best. 

Louisa. Why, to be sure, the character of a nun is a 
very becoming one, at a masquerade, but no pretty 
woman, in her senses, ever thought of taking the veil 
for above a night. 

Clara. Yonder I see your Antonio is returned — I 
shall only interrupt you ; ah, Louisa, with what hap- 
py eagerness you turn to look for him ! [Ex^. 



SCENE III.] THE HUENNA. 57 



Enter Antonio. 

Ant. Well, my Louisa, any news since I left you ? 

Louisa, None — The messenger is not returned from 
my father. 

Ant, Well, I confess, I do not perceive what we are 
to expect from him. 

Louisa. I shall be easier, however, in having made 
the trial ; I do not doubt your sincerity, Antonio ; 
'but there is a chilling air around poverty, that often 
kills affection, that was not nursed in it — If we would 
make love our household god, we had best secure him 
a comfortable roof. 

SONG — ANTONIO. 

How ofty Louisa, hast thou told. 

Nor wilt thou the fond boast disoim, 
Thou wouldst not lose Antonio's lovcy 

To reign the partner of a throne. 
And by those lips, that spoke sq kind. 

And by that hand, Tve press'd to mine. 
To be the lord of wealth and power. 

By Heav'ns, I would not part with thine / 

Then how, my soul, can we be poor. 

Who own what kingdoms could not buy? 
Of this true heart thou shall be queen, 

In serving thee, a monarch I. 
Thus uncontroVd, in mutual bliss. 

And rich in love's exhaustless mine^ 
Do thou snatch treasures from my lips. 

And ril take kingdoms back from thine. 

Enter Maid, with a Letter. 
Louisa. My father's answer, I suppose^ 
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Ant. My dearest Louisa, you may be assured, that 
it contains nothing but threats and reproaches. 

Louisa, Let us see, however — [Reads.l Dearat 
daughter^ make your lover haippyj you have myfuU eon' 
sent to marry as your wJdm has chosen^ but be sure come 
home and sup with your qff^ectionaJtefather* 

Ant, You jest, Louisa! 

Louisa. [Gives him the Letter^ Read — read. 
Ant. Tis so, by Heavens ! — sure there must be some 
mistake; but that's none of our business — ^Now, 
Louisa, you have no excuse for delay. 

Louisa. Shall we not then return and thank mj 
father ? 

Ant. But first let the priest put rt out of his power 
to recall his word. — III fly to procure one. 

Louisa. Nay, if you part with me again, perhaps 
you may lose me. 

Ant. Come then — there is a friar of a neighbouring 
convent is my friend ; you have already been diverted 
by the manners of a nunnery, let us see, whether there 
is less hypocrisy among the holy fathers. 

Louisa. Vm afraid not, Antonio — for in religion, as 
in friendship, they who profess most, are ever the least 
sincere. [Exeunt* 

Enter Clara. 

Clara. So, yonder they go, as happy as a mutual 
and confessed a£fection can make them ; while I am 
left in solitude. Ueigho! love may perhaps excuse 
the rashness of an elopement from one's friend ; but I 
am sure, nothing but the presence of the man we love 
can support it. — Ha ! what do I see ! Ferdinand, as I 
live ! how could he gain admission — by potent gold, I 
suppose, as Antonio did — How eager and disturbed 
he seems — he shall not know me as yet. 

[Lets down her Veil* 
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ErUer Ferdinand. 

Ferd. Yes, those were certainly they — my informal 
tion was righ t . [Going. 

Clara. [Stops him.] Pray, signor, what i$ your bu- 
siness here? 

Ferd. No matter — no matter — Oh, they stop — 
ILoohe out.] Yes, that is the perfidious Clara indeed ! 
* Claroy So, a jealous error — Fm glad to see him so 
aioved. [Aside. 

Ferd^ Her disguise can't conceal her — No, no, I 
know her too well. 

Clara. Wonderful discernment ! but signor — 

Ferd. Be quiet, good nun, don't tease me — By Hea- 
vens, she leans upon his arm, hangs fondly on it ! O 
woman ! womai^ ! 

Clara. But, signor, who is it you want ? 

Ferd. Not you, not you, so pi^ythee don't tease me. 
Yet pray stay — gentle nun, was it not Donna Clara 
d'Almanza just parted from you ? 

Clara. Clara d'Almanza, signor, is not yet out of 
tne garden. 

Ferd, Ay, ay, I knew I was right — And pray, is 
not that gentleman, now at the porch with her, Atito* 
nib d'Ercilla? 

Clara. It is indeed, signor. 

Ferd. So, so; now but one question more — can you 
inform me for what purpose they have gone away ? 

Clafa. They are gone to be married, I believe. 

Ferd. Very well — enough — now if 1 don't mar their 
wedding. ♦ [Exit. 

Clara, [Unveils.] I thought jealousy had made lovers 
quick sighted, but it has made mine blind. — Louisa's 
story accounts to me for this error, and I &m glad to 
find I have power enough over him to make him so 
unhappy. But why should not I be present at his sur- 
prise when undeceived ? When he's thtou%lcLx\i!^^i^\^^ 
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ril follow him ; and, perhaps, Louisa shall not singly 
be a bride. 



SONG. 

Adieu J thou dreary pile, where never dies 
Tlie sullen ec\o of repentant sighs : 
Ye sister mourners of each lonely cell. 
Inured to hymns and sorrow, fare ye well; 
For happier scenes I fly this darksome grove^ 
To saints a prison, but a tomb to love* [Exit, 



SCENE IV. 

A Court before the Priory* 

Enter Isaac, crossing the Stage. 
Enter Antonio. 

Ant, What, my friend Isaac! 

Isaac, What, Antonio ! wish me joy ! I have Louisa 
safe. 

Ant. Hare you? — I wish you joy, with all my 
soul. 

Isaac. Yes, I am come here to procure a priest to 
marry us. 

Ant, So, then we are both on the same errand, I am 
come to look for Father Paul, 

Isaac. Hah ! I am glad on't — but, i'faith, he must 
tack me first, my love is waiting. 

Ant, So is mine, — I left her in the porch. 

Isaac, Ay, but I am in haste to get back to Don 
Jerome* 
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Ant, And so am I too. 

Isaac. Well, perhaps he'll save time, and marry us 
both together— or Til be your father, ^nd you shall 
tbemine. Come along— but you're obliged to me for 
ail this. 

Ant. Yes, yes. [Exeunt^ 



SCENE V. 

A Room in the Priory. — Friars at the Tahkf 

drinking. 

GLEE AND CHORUS. 

This bottles the sun oforur tMe^ 

His beams are rosy wine ; 
We, planets f that are not able^ 

Without his help to shine. 
Let mirth and glee abound^ 
You* II soon grow bright^ 
With borrowed light. 
And shine as he goes round. 

Paul, Brother Francis, toss the bottle about, and 
give me your toast. 

Francis. Have we drank the abbess of St. Ursuline ? 

Aug. Yes, yes ; she was the last. 

Francis. Then Til give you the blue-ey'd nun of St. 
Catharine's. 

Paul. With all my heart. [Drinks.] Pray, brother 
Augustine, were there any benefactions left in my ab 
sence ? 

Francis. Don Juan Corduba has left an hundred 
ducats, to remember him in our masses. 

Paul. Has he ! let them be paid to o\xt m^v^xs^Kt- 



62 TUB DUENNA. > [aCT III. 

chant, and well remember him in our cups, which 
will do just as well. Any thing more. 

Aug. Yes ; Baptbta, the rich miser, who died last 
week, has bequeathed us a thousand pistoles, and the 
silver lamp, he used in his own chamber, to burn he- 
fore the image of St. Anthony. 

Fard. Twas well meant, but well employ his mo- 
ney better — Baptista's bounty shall light the living, 
not the dead. — St. Anthony is not afraid to be left 

in the dark, though he was See who's there. 

[A Knocking^ Francis goes to the Door^ 
and opens it. 

Enter Porter. 

Porter. Here's one without in pressing haste to speak 
with Father Paul. 

Aug. Brother Paul ! 
[Paul comes from behind a Curtain^ toith a Glass 
of Wine^ and in his Hand a Piece of Cake. 

Paul. Here ! how durst you, fellow, thus abruptly 
break in upon ouv devotions ? 

Porter. I thought diey were finished. 

Paul. No, they were not — were they, Brother 
Francis f 

Aug. Not by a bottle each. 

Paul. But neither you, nor your fellows, mark how 
the hours go — no, you mind nothing but the gratify- 
ing of your appetites ; ye eat and swill, and sleep, and 
gormandize, and thrive, while we are wasting in mor- 
tification. 

Porter. We ask no more than nature craves. 

Paul. Tis false, ye have more appetites than hairs ! 
and your flushed, sleek, and pampered appearance, is 
the disgrace of our order — out on't — If you are 
hungry, can't you be content with the wholesome roots 
of the earth ; and if you are dry, isn't there the crystal 
spring? [Drinks.] Put this away, [Gives a Glass.] and 
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show me wkere Tm wanted. [Porter drams the 
GtasS'—VAVt gomgj turns. ] So, you would have drank 
it, if there had been any left. Ah, glutton! glutton! 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE VI, 



The Court before the Priory, 

Enter Isaac and Antonio. 

Isaac. A plaguy while comings this same Fathef 
Paul — He's detained at vespers, I suppose, poor fel- 
low. 

Ant, No, here he comes* 

* 

Enter Paul. 

Good Father Paul, I crave your blessing. 

Isaac. Yes, good Father Paul, we are come to beg 
fi favour. 

Paul. What is it, pray ? 

Isaac. To marry us, good Father Paul ; and in truth, 
thou dost look the very priest of Hymen. 

Paul. In short, I may be called so; for I deal in re* 
pentance and mortification. 

Isaac. No, no, t hou seemest an officer of Hymen, 
because thy presence speaks content and good hu- 
mour. 

Paul. Alas ! my appearance is deceitful. Bloated I 
am, indeed ; for fasting is a windy recreation, and it 
hath swoln me like a bladder. 

Ant. But thou hast a good fresh colour in thy face, 
fiather ; rosy, i'faith. 

g2 



64 THE DUENNA. [aCT III. 

Paul. Yes, I have blushed for mankind, till the hue 
of my shame is as fixed as their vices. 

Isaac. Good man ! • 

Paul. And- 1 have laboured too, but to what pur- 
pose? they continue to sin under my very nose. 

Isaac. Efecks, father, I should have guessed as 
much, for your nose seems to be put to the blush more 
than any other part of your face. 

Paul. Go, you're a wag. 

Ant. But, to the purpose, father — will you officiate 
for us ? 

PauL To join young people thus clandestinely, is 
not safe; and, indeed, 1 have in my heart many weighty 
reasons against it. 

Ant. And 1 have in my hand many weighty reasons 
for it. Isaac, havVt you an argument or two in our 
favour about you. 

Isaac. Yes, yes ; here is a most unanswerable purse. 

Paul. For shame ! you make me angry ; you forget 
who I am, and when importunate people have forced 
their trash — ay, into this pocket, here — or into this — 
why, then the sin was theirs. [They put Monty into 
his Pockets.] Fie, now, how you distress me ! 1 would 
return it, but that 1 must touch it that way, and so 
wrong my oath. 

Ant. Now then, come with us. 

Isaac. Ay^ now give us your title to joy and rap- 
ture. 

Paul. Well, when your hour of repentance comes, 
don't blame me. 

Ant. No bad caution to my friend Isaac. [Aside.1 
Well, well, father, do you do your part, and Fll abide 
the consequence. 

Isaac. Ay, and so will I. [They are going. 

Enter Louisa, running. 

Louisa. O, Antonio, Ferdinand is at the porch, and 
Muquiring for us. 
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Isaac. Who f Don Ferdinand ! he's not inqairing 
for me, I hope. 

Ant. Fear not, my love. III soon pacify him. 

Isaac, Egad, you won't — Antonio, take my advice, 
and run away ; this Ferdinand is the most unmerciful 
d(^ ! and has the cursedest long sword!— -and, upon 
my soul, he comes on purpose to cut your throat* 

Ant. Never fear, never fear, 

Isaac. Well, you may stay if you will ; hut 111 get 
some one to marry me ; for, by St, lago, he shall 
never marry me again, while I am master of a pair of 
heels, [Runs out. 

Enter Ferdinand. 

Ferd. So, sir, I have met with you at last. 

Ant. Well, sir. 

Ferd. Base, treacherous man ! whence can a false, 
deceitful soul, like yours, borrow confidence, to ' look 
so steadily on the man youVe injured f 

Ant. Ferdinand, you are too warm: — ^'tis true you 
find me on the point of wedding one I love beyond 
my life ; but no argument of mine prevailed on her to 
elope — I scorn deceit, as much as you — By Heaven, 
J knew not she had left her father's, till I saw her. 

Ferd. What a mean excuse ! Tou have wronged 
your friend then, for one, whose wanton forwardness 
anticipated your treachery — of this, indeed, your jew 
pander informed me ; but let your conduct be con- 
sistent, and since you have daxed to do a wrong, fol- 
low me, find show you have a spirit to avow it. 

Louisa. Antonio, I perceive his mistake — leave him 
to nje. 

Paul. Friend, you are rude, to interrupt the union 
of two willing hearts. 

Fred, No, meddling priest, the hand, he seeks, is 
mine* 

G 3 
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Paul. If SO, I'll proceed no further. Lady, did you 
ever promise this youth your hand? 

[To Louisa, who shakes her Head, 

Ferd. Clara, I thank you for your silence — I would 
not have heard your tongue avow such falsity ; be't 
your punishment to remember, I have not reproached 
you. 

Enter Clara. 

Clara. What mockery is this? 
Ferd. Antonio, you are protected now, but we shall 
meet. 

[Going, Claea holds one Arm^ and Louisa 
the other. 



, DUETT. 

Louisa. Turn thee round, I pray thee. 

Calm awhile thy rage, 
Clara. I must help to stay tliee^ 

And thy wrath assuage. 

Louisa, Couldst thou not discover 

One so dear to thee ? 
Clara* Canst thou be a lover, 

And thus fly from me? 

[Both unveil. 

Ferd. How's this ! my sister ! Clara too — I'm con- 
founded. 

Louisa. 'Tis even so, good brother. 

Paul. How ! what impiety ! Did the man want to 
marry his own sister ? 

Louisa, And arn't you ashamed of youi*self, not to 
know your own sister? 
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Clara, To drive away your own mistress — 

Louisa, Don't you see how jealousy blinds people ? 

Clara^ Ay, and will you ever be jealous again f 

Ferd. Never — never — you, sister, 1 know will for- 
give me — but how, Clara, shall I presume 

Clara, No, no, just now you told me not to tease 
you — " Who do you want, good Signor ?** " Not 
you, not you." Oh, you blind wretch! but swear 
never to be jealous again, and Til forgive you. 

Ferd. By all— 

Clara, There, that will do — ^you'll keep the oath 
just as well. [Gives her Hand, 

Louisa, Bat, brother, here is one, to whom some 
apology is due. 

Ferd, Antonio, I am ashamed to think — 

Ant, Not a word of excuse, Ferdinand — I have 
not been in love*^myself, without learning that a lover's 
anger should never be resented — but come — let us 
retire with this good father, and we'll explain to you 
the cause of this error. 

GLEE AND CHORUS. 

Oft does Hymen smile to hear 

tVordy vows of feign' d regard ; 
Well he knows when they're sincere : 

Never slow to give reward^ 
For his glory is to prove 

Kind to those who wed for hoe, [Exeunt. 
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SCENE VII. 



A Grand Saloon* 



Enter Dov Jerome, Sertakts, and Lopsz* 



Jerome. Be sure now let every tbing be in tbe best 
order — let all my servants have on tber merriest fieices 
— bvt tell them to get as little drunk as possible, till 
after supper. So, Lopez, where's your master ? shan't 
we have him at supper } 

Lopez. Indeed, I believe not sir^-he's mad, I 
doubt ; I'm sure he has frighted me from him. 

Jerome, Ay, ay, he's after some wench, I suppose; a 
young rake ! Well, well, we'll be merry without him. 

Enter a Servant. 
Sere. Sir, here is Signor Isaac. 

Enter Isaac. 

Jerome* So, my dear son-in-law — there, take my 
blessing and forgiveness, but where's my daughter? 
where's Louisa ? 

Isaac. She's without, impatient for a blessing, but 
almost afraid to enter. * 

Jerome. Oh, fly and bring her in. [Exit Isaac] 
Poor girl, 1 long to see her pretty face. 

Isaac. [Without.] Come, my charmer! my trem- 
bling angel ! 
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Enter Isaac and Duenn a ; Don Jerome runs to meet 

them ; she kneels. 

Jerome, Come to my arms, my^— {Starts bach'\ why 
who the devil have we here ? 

Isaac, Nay, Don Jerome, you promised her for- 
giveness ; see how the dear creature droops ! 

Jerome, Droops indeed ! Why, gad take me, this 
is old Margaret — but where's ray daughter, where's 
Louisa ? 

Isaac. Why, here, before your eyes — nay, don't be 
abashed, my sweet wife ! 

Jerome. Wife with a vengeance! Why, zounds, you 
have not married the Duenna! 

Duenna. [Kneeling^ O dear papa ! you'll not dis- 
own me, sure ! 

Jerome. Papa ! papa ! Why, zounds, your impu- 
dence is as great as your ugliness ! 

Isaac, Rise, my charmer, go throw your snowy 
arms about his neck, and convince him you are 

Duenna. Oh, sir, forgive me! [Embraces him. 

Jerome. Help I murder! 

Servants. What's the matter, sir? 

Jerome. Why, here, this damned jew, has brought 
an old harridan to strangle me. 

Isaac. Lord, it is his own daughter, and he is so 
hard hearted he won't forgive her. 

Enter Antonio and Louisa; they kneel, 

Jerome. Zounds and fury ! what's here now ? who 
sent for you, sir, and who the devil are you ? 

Ant. This lady's husband, sir. 

Isaac, Ay, that he is, I'll be sworn ; for I left them 
with the priest, and was to have given her away. 

Jerome, You were ? 

Isaac, Ay ; that's my honest friend, Antonio ; aad 
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that's the little girl, I told you I bad harapered hink 
with. 

Jerome. Why, you are eilbcr drunk or mad — this, 
is my daughter, 

Isaac. No, no; 'tis you are both drunk and mad, 
I think — here's your daughter. 

Jerome. Harkyc, old iniquity, will you explain all 
ihis or not? 

Duenna. Come then, Don Jerome, I ivill — though 
our habils might inlbrm you all — look on youc 
daughter, there, and on me. 
Isaac. What's this I hear f 

Duenna. The truth is, that in your passion thta 
morning, you made a small mislake ; for you turned 
your daughter out of doors, and locked up your hum* 
ble servant. 

Isaac. O lud ! O lud ! here's a pretty fellow to 
turn his own daughter out of doors, instead of an old 
Duenna. 

Jerome. And, O lud! O lud ! here's a pretty fel- 
low, to marry sn eld Duenna instead of my daughter 
— but hnw came the rest about } 

Duenna. 1 have only to add, that I remained in 
your daughter's place, and had the good fortune to 
engage tbe attVctions of my sweet husband bere. 

Isaac. Her husband ! why, you old witch, do you 
think ni be your husband now! ihis is a trick, a 
cheat, and you ought all to be ashamed <,f yourselves. 
jint. Hiirkye, Isaac, do you dare to complain of 
tricking — Don Jerome, 1 give you my word, this cun- 
ning Portuguese has brought all this upon himself, 
by endeavouring to overreach you, by getting your 
daughter's fortune, without making any settlement in 
return. 

Jerome. Overreach me ! 

LojiUa. Tis so, indeed, sir, and we can prove it to 

Jeroms. Why, gad take me, it must be so, or he 
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could never have put up with such a face as Marga- 
ret^s — 80, little SolomoD, I wish you joy of your wife^ 
'with all my souL 

Louisa, Isaac, tricking is all fair in love — let you 
alone for the plot. 

Ant. A cunning dog, aren't you ? A sly little vil- 
lain, heh ! 

Louisa, Roguish, perhaps ; but keen, devilish keen. 

Jerome, Yes, yes ; his aunt always called him little 
Solomon. 

Isaac, Why, the plague of Egypt upon you all ! — 
but do you think Til submit to such an imposi- 
tion? 

Antonio. Isaac, one serious word — ^you'd better be 
content as you are ; for, believe me, you will find, 
that, in the opinion of the world, there is not a fairer 
subject for contempt and ridicule, than a knave be- 
come the dupe of his own art. 

Isaac, I don't care — FU not endure this — Don Je« 
rome, 'tis you have done this — ^you would be so 
cursed positive about the. beauty of her you locked 
up, and all the time, I told you she was as old as my 
mother, and as ugly as the devil. 

Duenna, Why, you little insignificant reptile! 

Jerome. That's right — ^attack him, Margaret. 

Duenna, Dares such a thing as you pretend to talk 
of beauty ? — A walking rouleau ! — a body that seems 
to owe all its consequence to the dropsy ! — a pair of 
eyes like two dead beetles in a wad of brown dough ! 
— a beard like an artichoke, with dry shrivelled jaws, 
that would disgrace the mummy of a monkey ! 

Jerome, Well done, Margaret! 

Duenna* But you shall know that I have a brother, 
who wears a sword, and if you don't do m^ jus** 
tice s, ' 

Isaac. Fire seize your brother, and you too ! — FU 
fly to Jerusalem, to avoid you ! 

Duenna. Fly where you will, I'll follow ^^^» 
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Jerome. Throw your snowy arms about him, Mar- 
garet. [Exeunt Isaac and DuBt^NA.]— But, Louisa, 
are you really married to this modest gentleman ? 

Louisa, Sir, in obetdience to your commands, I 
gave him my hand within this hour. 

Jerome. My commands! 

Ant. Yes, sir ; here is your consent, under your 
own hand. 

Jerome, How ! would you rob me of my child by a 
trick, a false pretence ? and do you think to get her 
fortune by the same means ? Why, 'slife, you are as 
great a rogue as Isaac ! 

Ant. No, Don Jerome ; though I have profited by 
this paper, in gaining your daughter's hand, I scorn to 
obtain her fortune by deceit. There, sir, [Gives a 
Letter,'] Now give her your blessing for a dower, and 
all the little I possess shall be settled on her in re- 
turn. Had you wedded her to a prince, he could do 
no more. 

Jerome. Why, gad take me, but you are a very 
extraordinary fellow ! But have you the impudence 
to suppose no one can do a generous action but your- 
self ? Here, Louisa, tell this proud fool of yours, that 
he's the only man I know that would renounce your 
fortune ; and, by my soul, he's the only man in Spain 
that's worthy of it — ^There, bless you both : Fm an 
obstinate old fellow when I'm in the wrong; but you 
shall now find me as steady in the right. 

Enter Ferdinand and Clara. 

Another wonder still ! why, sirrah ! Ferdinand, you 
have not stole a nun, have you ? 

Ferd» She is a nun in nothing but her habit, sir-— * 
look nearer, and you will perceive 'tis Clara D'Al- 
manza, Don Guzman's daughter; and, with pardon 
for stealing a wedding, she is also my wife. 
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Jerome. Gadsbod, and a great foKune!— Fcrdi- 
nandy yoa are a prudent young rogue, and I forgive 
yo9 ; and, ifecks, you are a pretty little damsel. 
Give your father-in-law a kiss, you smiling rogue. 

Gara, There, old gentleman ; and now mind you 
behave well to us. 

Jerome, Ifecks, those lips ha'n't been chilled by 
kissiog.beadsr— 'Egad, I believe I shall grow the best 
humoured fellow in Spain — Lewis ! Sancho ! Carlos! 
d'ye hear? are all my doors thrown open ? Our chil- 
dren's weddings are the only holidays our age can 
boast ; and then we drain, with pleasure, the little 
stock of spirits time has left us. [Music within,1 But 
see, here come our friends and neighbours ! 

Enter Masqveradsrs. 

And, i'faith, well make a night on't, with wine, and 
dance, and catches — then old and young shall join 
us. 

FINALE. 

Jerome* Come funo for jest and smUing^ 
Both old and young beguiling^ 
Let us laugh and play^ so blythe and gay^ 
Till we banish care away, 

Louisa. Thus croom'd with dance and songy 
The hours shall glide aUmgy 
With a heart at ease, merry , merry gleegp 
Can never fail to please, 

Ferd. Each bride with blushes glowing^ 
Our wine as rosy flowing^ 

Let us laugh and play, so blythe and gdjf^ 
Till toe banish care awajf* 
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Ant. Then healths to every friend, 

2^he nights repast shall end, 
' With a heart at ease, merry, merry glees^ 
Can never fail to please, 

Clara. Nor, while we are so joyous, 
Shall anxious fear annoy us. 

Let us laugh and play, so blythe and gay ^ 
Till toe banish care away, 

Jerome. For generous guests, like these, 
' Accept the toish to please. 

So we'll laugh and play, so blythe and gay^ 
Your imUes drvoe care vway. 



THE END* 
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"this comedy slppeared on the stage ia 1780 ; it 
was extremely attractive for two seasons, and still 
holds a place in the catalogue of those plays, which 
are generally performed every year. 

Its greatest charm is, that it is humorous, with- 
out ever descending to that source of humour, easy 
of access, and which is placed among characters in 
low life. 

The persons of importance in this drama are all 
elegant, or, at least, well bred ; and, while they ex- 
cite mirth, they create also an interest in their be- 
half, which is assisted to the end of the piece by 
a variety of forcible and pleasing occurrences.. 

The incident, from which the play takes its 
title, is, perhaps, the least pleasing, and the least 
probable, of any amongst the whole; still, this stra- 
tagem, as the foundation of a multiplicity of others, 
far better conceived and executed, has a claim to 
the toleration of the reader, and will generally ob- 
tain admiration from the auditor, by the skill of the 
actress who imitates a simpleton. 

The dialogue of this play is very good ; abound- ^ 

B % 
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ing 11) excellent satire, with a most perfect descrip- 
tion of the modes and mannecs of the fashionable 
world. 

If Doricourt should remind the reader of Sir Harry 
Wildair, or Valentine in " Love for Love," it is the 
only character in the work, that does not appear ori- 
ginal — Sir George and Lady Frances Touchwood, 
are more particularly new than the rest. 

The second plot, in which they are the principals, 
is, to many spectators and readers, much nfore in- 
teresting than the first. It is assuredly more refined 
and more natural, though neither so bold nor so bril- 
liant. 

The love of Sir George and his wife is fervent, yet 
reasonable ; they are fond, . but not foolish; and with 
all their extreme delicacy of opinions, never once ex- 
press their thoughts, either in ranting, afiected, or 
insipid, sentences. 

Lady Frances, being protected at the masquerade, 
delights some auditors, as much as Doricourt's falling 
violently in love there; and though neither of these 
events, traced through all their meanders, may appear 
strictly within the bounds of likelihood, yet dramatic 
probability is seldom for a moment lost ; which is the. 
happy art of alluring the attention of an audience, 
from the observation of every defect, and of fixing it 
solely upon every beauty which the dramatist dis- 
plays. 

I^o explain this remark-— who does not scorn that 
romantic passion, which is inflamed to the highest 
ardour, hy a few hours conversation with a woman 
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ivhose face is concealed ? And yet, who does not here 
sympathize with the lover, and feel a strong agitation, 
when Letitia, going to take off her mask, exclaims, in 
a tremulous voice, — " This is the most awful moment 
of my life ?" 

^^ The Belle's Stratagem" certainly classes amongst 
modern plays; and yet the mention of powder worn by 
the ladies, their silk gowns, and other long exploded 
fashions, together with the hero's having in Paris 
<* dancecf with the Queen of France at a masque* 
rade," gives a certain sensation to the reader, which 
seems to place the work on the honourable list of 
ancient dramas. 

But the period of the last twenty-six years, which, 
has produced in the world more wonderful changes, 
in fashions, manners, opinions, and characters, than 
many a century had done before, has yet preserved 
one illustrious character, named in this play, free 
from alteration ;— rAnd, at the present moment, her 
eulogium is heard in the midst of crowded theatres, 
with all that glow of veneration and love, which 
heretofore it inspired; and which now, more than 
ever, becomes due to those virtues-— which time has 
proved to be steadfast. 
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ACT THE FIRST. 



SCKNK 1. 



Lincoln's Inn. 



Enter SwiLL'Ef followed hy a Servant, at the Top 
of' the Stage, looking round, as if at a Loss. 

Sav. Lincoln's Inn ! — Well, but where to find him, 
now I am in Lincoln's Inn ? — Where did he say his 
master was ? 

Serv. He only said, in Lincoln's Inn, sir. 

Sceo, That's pretty! — And your wisdom never in- 
quired, at whose chambers ? 

Serv, Sir, you spoke to the servant yourself. 

Sav, If I was too impatient to ask questions, you 
ought to have taken directions, blockhead! 

Either Court i.LL, singings 

Ha, Courtall ! — Bid him keep the horses in motion, 
and then inquire at all the chamber^i round. [Exit. 
Servant.] What the devil brings you to this part of 
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the town ? — Have any of the long robes handsome 
wives, sisters, or chambermaids ? 

Court, Perhaps they have ; — but I came on a dif- 
ferent errand ; and had thy^good fortune brought thee 
here half an hour sooner, I'd have given thee such a 
treat ! ha 1 ha ! ha ! 

Sav,^ I'm sorry I missed H— What was it t '. 
Court, 1 was informed, a few days since, that my 
cousins Fallow were come to town, and desired ear- 
nestly to see me at their lodgings, in Warwick Court, 
Holborn. Away drove I, painting them all the way as 
so many Hebes. They came from the furthest part of 
Northumberland, had never been in town, and in 
course, were made up of rusticity, innocence, and 
beauty. 
Sav. Well! 

Court, After waiting thrrfy minutes, during which 
there was a violent buslle, in bounced live sallow dam- 
sels, four of them maypoles ;— the fifth, nature, by 
way of variety, had bent in the i^sop style — But they 
all opened at once, like hounds on a fresh scent — "Ob, 
cousin Courtall !— How doydu do, coti^in Courtall ? 
— Lord, cousin, I am glad ycrtt are come! We want 
you to go with us to the Park, and the plays, and the 

opera, and Almack's, and all the fine places !" 

The devil, thought I, my dears, may attend you, for I 
am sure I won't.— .However, I heroically stayed on 
hour with them, and discovered the virgins were all 
come to town, with the hopes of leaving it — wives: — 
their heads full of knight-baronights, fops, and adven- 
tures. 

Sav, Well, how did you get off? 
Court. Oh, pleaded a million engagements. — How- 
ever, conscience twitched me^ so 1 breakfasted with 
them this morning, and afterwards 'squired them to 
the gardens here, as Ihd most private place in town ; 
and then took a sorrowful leave, complaining of my 
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ijiai'd, hard fortune, that obliged me to set off imme- 
diately for Dorsetshire — Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

SasD. I congratulate your escape — Courtali at Al- 
mack's, with B.ve aukward country cousins ! — Ha ! ha ! 
ha ! — Why, your existence, as a man of gallantry, 
ciuild never have survived it. 

Court. Death and fire ! had they come to town, 
like the rustics of the last age, to see Paul's, the lions, 
and the waxwork — at their service; but the cousins of 
our days, come up ladies — and, with the knowledge 
they glean from magazines and pocket-books, fine 
ladies; — laugh at the bash fulness of their grandmo- 
thers, and boldly demand their entrees into the first 
circles. 

Sav, Come, give me some news. 

Court. Oh, enough for three gazettes! — The ladies 
ar^ going to petition for a bill, that, during the war, 
every man may be allowed two wives. 

Sav. 'Tis impossible they should succeed, for the 
majority of both houses know what it is to have 
one. 

Court. But, pr'ythee, Saville, how came you to 
town, whilst all the qualified gentry are shooting in 
the country f * 

Sav. I came to meet my friend Doricourt, who, you 
know, is lately arrived from Rome. 

Court. Arrived ! yes, 'faith, and has cut us all out ! 
—His carriage, his liveries, his dreas, himself, are the 
rage of the day 1 His first appearance set the whole ton 
in a ferment, and his valet is besieged by levies of tai- 
lors, habit makers, and other ministers of fashion, to 
gratify the impatience of their customers, for becom- 
ing d la mode de Doiicourt — Nay, the beautiful I^dy 
Frolic, t'other night, with two sister countesses, in- 
sisted upon his waistcoat for mufis ; and their snowy 
arms, now bear it in triumph about town, to the 
beart-rending affliction of all our beaux gar^is I 
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Stro. Aideedl Wdl, tlioseHttlegaH&ntricsAvillsoon 
be over — he's on the point of marriage. 
, Court. M^iYiAge !' Dbritourt od die point of mar- 
riage ! 'tis rtie Btippiest tidings you could have given, 
n6xi!iio hh bdrtg* hanged.-— Who is the bride elect? 

Sav. I never saw her ; but 'tid Miss Hardy, the rich 
heiress— Thii rtiatth was rtiade by the parents, and the 
courtship begali on t^eir nurs<6*s' knees ; master used to 
trow at rtiiss, and'mi^ used to chuckle at master. 

Coiirt. Oh, then by this time, they care no more 
for each' otht*r, thah I do for my country cousins. 

SofO. IdonH know that; they have never met since' 
thus high ; and' so, probably, have some regard for 
each other. 

Court, Never met ! — Odd! 

Sat, A whim of Mr. Hardy's; he thought his 
dkugh tier's' chatmy wouiid make' tf more forcible im- 
pression, if her loVer i*emain^d in' ignorance of them, 
titf his return from' the Continent, 

Enter Saville's Servant. 

Sett>. Mr. Doricourt, sir, has been at Counsellor 
l^lead'v^ell^s, and g^ne about five minutes. 

[Exit Servant. 

Scro, Five mittiites*-— Zoundi ! 1 have been five mi- 
nutes too late all m^ lifetime^!^ Good morrow, 

Courtall — I must put^e him. [Going, 

Court. Promise to dine with me to-day ; — I have 
some honest fi Wows. lOoing of on the opposite Side. 

Sm). Cart't promise— perhaps f may. See there, 

there's a bevy of female Patagonians, coming down 
upon us. 

Cotirf. By the lord; then, it must be my strapping 
cousifls^— I dai*e rtt5t look behind me — Run, man, run ! 

[Exit on the same Side, 
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SCEXE II. 



A Hall at Doricourt's. 



Enter Porter, several foreign Servants, and Txoo 

Tradesmen. 

PChe Port jiR taht <n^ qfitfm^^iMe.* 

Tradesm. Well then, you have sho.w'd us all ? 

French. All, en vifite, Messieurs f you avez seen 
ev^ry tiiig.-^Sem(cMr — sefwitgtr- — [E^emt Trades- 
men.] Al^, .here corner one au^re curious Englishman, 
and d^t's ppe <^^re guin^^a./'o^r moi. 

iEn^fr SAVjiLLE. 

AUonSy Monsieur y dis way ; I will show vou tings, such 
tings you never see, begar, in England! — Velvets by 
Le Mosse — suits cut by Verdue — trimmings by Gros- 
sette— embroidery by D^tanyille 

Sav. Puppy! wh^re is ^our master ? 

Fort. Zounds ! you chatteriqg frog-eating dunder* 
.head, can't you see a.Gentlemsin ? — ^is Mr. Saville. 

French. Monsieur Saville ! Je suis mortdepeur. — 

Ten tousand pardons ! Excusei mon erreur^ and pef- 

,init,me yoju conduct to jyiq^c^ur .Poricourt; he be 

W> happy i vous f^r. [Ex^nt. 
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SCEKE III. 

Ah Apartment at Dqricou rt's. 

Enter Doricourt. 

Dork, [Speaking to a Servant behind,] I shall be 
too laie for St« James's ; bi'd him come immediately. 

Enter Frekchman a$id Satille. 

French, Monsiear Saville. [Exit French man: 

Doric. Most fortunate ! — My dear Saville, let th<5 
warmth of this embrace speak the pleasure of my 
hearl. 

Sav. Well, this is some comfort, after the scurvy 
reception 1 met with in your hall. — 1 prepared my 
mind, as I came up stairs, for a bonjour^ a grimaco^ 
and an adieu, 

Doric. Why so? 

Sav, Judging of the master, from the rest of the fa- 
mily. — What the devil is the meaning of that flock of 
foreigners below, with their parchment faces, and 
snuffy whiskers ? — What ! can't an Englishman stand 
behind your carriage, buckle your shoe, or brush your 
coat? 

Doric. Stale, my dear Saville, stale — Englishmen 
make the best soldiers, citizens, artizans, and philo- 
sophers, in the world ; but the very worst footmen. 

Sav. I may as well give it up — You had Blw&ysjhe 
art of placingyour faults in the best light ; and I can't 
help loving you, faults and all : so to start a subject 
which must please you — When do you expect Miss 
Hardy? 
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Doric. Oh, the hour of expectation is past — She is 
Arrived, and I this morning had the honour of an in- 
terview at Plead well's. The writings were ready : and, 
in obedience to the will of Mr. Hardy, we met to sign 
und seal. 

Sav. Has the event answered ? Did your heart leap 
or sink, when you beheld your mistress? 

Doric, 'Faith, neither one nor t'other : — she's a fine 
girl, as far as mere flesh and blood goes. — Bu t^ ■ ■ 

Sav, But what? 



Doric. Why, she's only a fine girl ; — complexion, 
^Mtpe, and features, — notiiing more. 

Sav. h not that enough ? 

Doric, No — she should have spirit ; fire ! rfdr eri' 
Joue ! that something, that nothing, which every body 
feels, and which nobody can describe, in the resistless 
charmers of Italy and Fratice. 

Sao. Thanks to the parsimony of my father, that 
Icept me from travel ! • I would not have lost my relish 
for true unaffected English beauty, to have been 
quarrelled for by all the belles of Versailles and Flo- 
rence. 

Doric, Pho ! thou hast no taste !^ — English beauty ! 
'tis insipidity : it wants the zest, it wants poignancy* 
Prank 1 Why, I have known a Frenchwoman, indebted 
to nature for no one thing, but a pair of decent eyes, 
reckon in her suite, as many counts, marquises, and 
petits maitres, as would satisfy three dozen of our 
first-rate toasts. I have known an Italian Marquizina 
make ten conquests in stepping from her carriage; 
and carry her slaves from one city to another, whose 
real intrinsic beauty would have yielded to half the-^ 
little grisettfs that pace your Mall on a Sunday. 

Sav. And has Miss Hardy nothing of this ? 

Doric, If she has, she was pleased to keep it to 
herself, I was in the room half an hour, before I could 
catch the colour of her eyes; and every attempt to 
firaw her into conversation, occasioned so cruel axN^ 
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«eilibttrraS»ttiettt, diat 1 was reduced to the necessity 
of news, Frendh'fkets, sind Spanish captures, with b« 
liube)-. 

Saio. So, Miss Hardy, ivilh oply beauty^ modesty, 
and merit, is doomed to the arms of a husband vrio 
IviH despise ^er. 

Doric. You arfe unjust*— Though she has not ii>- 
t^red me ^ith viol^ passion, my honour secures^ 
her felidty. 

Sav. Come, come, Doricourt, yoa know very well, 
•fhsft when 'the honour of a liusband is locum-tenens 
for his heart, his wife must be as indifferent as himseif, 
if she is not unhappy. 

Dork, 'Pbo! nc?v<^ moralise without spectacles. — 
But, as we «re upon the tender subject, how did you 
bear Touchwood^ canning 'Lady Frances ? 

Sav. You know I nev^ looked up to her with 
hope ; and Sifr George is every way worthy of her. 

Doric. A ia mode Angkise, a philosopher, even in 
love. 

S(PD. Come, I detain you — you seemed dressed at 
all points, and of course have an engagement. 

Doric. To St. Jameses.-*-! dine at Hardy's, and ac- 
company thdm to the masquerade in the evening — but 
breakfast with me to-morrow, and we'll talk of our old 
companions — for I swear to ydu, Saville, the air of 
the Continent has not «fiiELced one youthful prejudice 
or attachment. 

Sav. With an exception to the case of ladies and 
cervants, 

Doric. True ; there I plead guilty : — but I have 
never yet found any man, whom 1 could^ cordially take 
to my heart, and call friend, who was not 'bom be- 
neath a British sky, and whose heart and manners 
%trere not truly English. 

[Exeunt DoaicoutiT and Savillb. 

2 
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SCENE IV. 

An Apartment a# Mr. Hardy's. 

VxLLERS seated on a Sofa^ reading. 

Enter Flutter. 

Vlvt. Ha, Viilen, have you seen Mrs. Backett? — 
Miss Hardy, 1 find, is out. 

VUL I have not seen her yet. I have made a voy- 
age to Lapland smee I came. [Flm^gatamy.the Book.} 
A lady at her toilette is a& difficult to be moved, as a 
Quaker. [YawmngJ] What events have happened in 
the world since yesterday } have you heard ? 

- Flut, Oh, yes ; I stopped at Tattersall's, as I came 
foy, and there 1 found Lord James Jessamy, Sir Wil- 
liam Wilding, and Mr. . But, now 1 think 

on% you shan't know a syllable of the matter ; for I 
have been informed you never believe above one half 
of what I say. 

Vill, My dear fellow, somebody has imposed upon 
you most egregiously ! Half I Why, I never believe 
one tenth part of what you say : that is according to 
the plain and literal expression ; but, as I understand 
you, your intelligence is amusing. 

Fiut. That's very hard now, very hard. I never 
related a falsity in my life, unless 1 stumbled at it by. 
mistake ; and if it were otherwise, your dull matter- 
of-fact people are infinitely obliged to those warn^ 
imaginations, which soar into fiction to amuse you ; 
for, positively, the common events of this little dirty 
world are not worth talking about, unless you enxbel^ 

lish them ! Ha ! here comes Mrs. Rackctt : Ad^cu 

to weeds, I see! All life ! 

c 2 
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Enter Mas. Rackktt. 

Enter, madam, in all your charms ! Villers has been 
abusing yourtoiletle, ibrkeepiTsg you 60 long; but I 
think ve arr much obliged I0 it, and bu are you. 

Mrs. R. How so, pray f Goiid-moming t'ye both. 
Here, here's a. hand a-piECeforyou. 

[TAey kiM ker Honda. 

Fiut. How so ! Because it has givin you so many 

Mrs. R. Delightful compliment ! What do you 
think of that, Vjlliersf 

Vill. That he and his compliments are alike — ■ 

showy, but won't bear examining. So you brought 

Miss Hardy to town last night f 

Mrs. R. Yes, I should have brought her before, 
but 1 had a tall from my horse, (hat confined me a 
week. — I suppose in her heart she wished me hanged 
a dozen times an hour. 

Flut. Why f 

Mrs. R. Had she not an expecting lover in town, 
all llie time f She meets him this morning at the law- 
ytr's. — I hope she'll charm him; she's the sweetest 
girl in the world. 

yUi. Vanity, like murder, will out.— You hava 
convinced me you think yourself more charming. 

Mrs, R. How can that be i 

Fin. No woman ever praises another, unless she 
thinks herself superior in the very perfections she al- 

Flut. Nor no mnn ever rails at the sex, unless ho 
is conscious he deserves their haired. 

Mrs. R. Thank ye. Flutter— I'll owe ye a bouruet 
for (hat. I am going to visit the new-married Lady 
Frances Touchwood. — Who knows her husband ? 

Flut. Every body. 

Mrs. R. Is there not something odd in his charac- 
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VilL Nothing, but that he is p^ssiQi^^te^y {o^ of 
his wife ; — and so petulant rs hii \wi% that h^ ppeqed 
the cage of a favourite buUfinch, an4 s^eiil it t^^ catch 
butterflies, because she rewardjed its soiig with her 
kisses. 

Mrs, jR. Intolerable mossier ! Such a^ bf ui^ <jk- 
terve» 



Vill. Nay, nay, nay, nay, this is your sex no,w . ■■ ■■- 
Give a woman but one stroke of character, ojQf she 
goes, like a ball from a racket ; sees the whole niian, 
marks him down for an angel or a devil, and so e^bA- 
bits him to her acquaintance* — This monster ! thi^ 
brute ! is one of the worthiest fellows upon earth; somid 
sense, and a liberal mind ; but dotes^on hi9 wife to 
such excess, that he quarrels with eve^V thing she ad- 
mires, and is jealous of her tippet and fiosegay. 

Mrs, R. Oh, less love for me, kind Cupid I I can 
see no difference between the torment of such an af^^ 
fection, and hatred. 

Flnt. Oh,. pardon me, inconceivable difference, in- 
conceivable ; I see it as clearly as your bracelet. In 
the one case the husband would say, as Mr. Snapper 
said 'tother day, Zounds ! madajn, do you suppose 
that my table, and mif house, and my pictures! — 
Apropos, des Bottes: — There was the divinest Plague of 
Athens sold yesterday at Langford's ) the dead figures 
so natural, you would have sworn they had been alive. 
Lord Primrose bid five hundred — Six, said Lady Car- 
mine — ^A thousand, said Ingot the Nabob. — Pown 
went the hammer. — ^A rouleau for your bargain, said 
Sir Jeremy Jingle. And what aiiswer do you think 
Ingot made him ? 

Mrs, R, Why took the ofier, 

Flut. Sir, I would oblige you, but I buy this pic- 
ture to place in the nursery: the children have already 
got Whittington and his Cat; 'tisjuatthi^ size, mi 
they'll make good companions. 

c 3 
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Mn.R, Ha! ha! ha ! Well, 1 protest that's just 
the way now^lhe Nabohs and their wives outbid o 
at every sale, anti liic creatures have no more taate- 

ym. There again ! Vou forget this story is told by 
Dutter, nho always remembers every thing but th* 
circumstances and the person he talks about ; — 'Iwm 
Ingot who offered a rouleau (at the bargain, and Sip 
Jeremy Jingle who made the reply. 

FIttt. Egad, I believe you are right Well, llw 

story is as good one way as t'other, you know. Good 
morning, i am going to ftlrs. Crotchet's concert, 
and in my way back shall make my bow at Sir 
George's. [Gouig. 

Vill. I'll venture every figure in your tailof s bill, 
you make some blunder ihtre. 

Slut. [Turning' back."] Done ! my tailor's bill has 
not been paid these two years; and I'll open my mouth 
with as much care as Mra, Bridget Button, who wear* 
corkplumpcrsineach cheek, and never hazards more 
than six words, for fear of showing them. 

[Exit Flutter. 

Mrs. R. Tisa goodnatured insignilicant creaturel 

let in every where, and cared for no where, — There'i 

Miss Hardy returned from Lincoln's Iim : — she seemi 

rather chagrined. 

Vill. Then I leave you to your communications. 

Enter LEJiTiA,fall(iu:rd by her Maid. 
Adieu! lam rejoiced to see you so well, madam ! 
but I must tear myself away, 

Letit. Don't vanish in a moment. 
Vill. Oh, inhuman ! you are two of the most dan- 
gerous women in town — Slaying hereto be cannon- 
aded by four such eyes, is equal to a rcHctmtre with 
Paul JoncB, or a midniglit march to Omoa!— They'll 
swallow the nonsense, for the sake of the compliment. 
[Aside. — Exit V I LLEHS. 
Ze/U. [Gives her Clmk io Acr Maid.J Order Du 
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Quesne never more to come again; he shall positively 
dress my hair no more. [Exit Maid.] And this odious 
silk, how unbecoming it is ! — I was bewitched to chuse 
i t. [ Throwing herself on a Chair ^ and looking in a Pocket 
'Glass, Mrs. Rackett stqnng at her,] Did you ever 
see such a fright as I am to-day. 
Mrs. R, Yes, I have seen you look much worse. 
Leiit. How can you be so provoking ? If I do not 
look this morning worse than ever I looked in my life, 
I am naturally a fright. You shall have it which 
way you will. 

Mrs. R. Just as you please ; but pray what is the 
meaning of all this ? 

Letit. [Rising,] Men are all dissemblers, flatterers, 
deceivers ! Have 1 not heard a thousand times of my 
air, my eyes, my shape — all made for victory ! and 
to-day, when I bent my whole heart on one poor con- 
quest, I have proved that all diose imputed charms 
amount to nothing ; — for Doricourt saw them un- 
moved. — A husband of fifteen months could not have 
examined me with more cutting indifference. 

Mrs. R. Then you return it like a wife of fifteen 
months, and be as indifferent as he. 

Letit. Ay, there's the sting! The blooming boy, 
who left his image in my young heart, is at four and 
twenty improved in every grace that fixed him there. 
It is the same face that my memory, and my dreams, 
constantly painted to me; but its graces are finished, 
and every beauty heightened. How mortifying, to 
foel myself at the same moment his slave, and an ob- 
ject of perfect indifference to him ! 

Mrs. R. How are you certain that was the case? 
Did you expect him to kneel down before the lawyer, 
his clerks, and your father, to make oath of your 
beauty ? ^ 

Letit. No ; but he should have looked as if a sud- 
den ray. had pierced him 1 he should have been breath- 
less ! speechless ! for, oh ! Caroline, all this was I ! 
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Mrs. iL I am sorry you was such a fool. Can you 
expect a man, who has courted and been courted by 
half the fine women in Euiope^ to frel like a girl from 
a boarding-school ? He i& the prettiest fellow you 
have seen, and in course bewilders your imagination; 
but he has seen a million of pretty womca, child, be- 
fore he saw you ; and his first feelings have been over 
long ago. 

Letit, Your raillery distresses me; but I will touch 
his heart, or never be his wife. 

Mrs, R. Absurd, and romantic! If you have no 
reason to believe his heart pre-engaged, be satisfied ; 
if he is a man of honour, you'll have nothing to com- 
plain of. 

Letk. Nothing to complain of! Heavens ! shall I 
marry the roan 1 adore, with such an expectation as 
that. 

Mrs, R. And when you have fretted yourself pale, 
my dear, you'll have mended your expe^ctation greatly. 

Letit. [Pausing,'] Yet I have one hope. If there 
is any power whose peculiar care is faithful love, that 
power I invoke to aid me. 

Enter Mr. Hardy. 

Hardy, Well, now; wasn't I right? Aye, Letty! 
Aye, Cousin Rackett ! wasn't I right? 1 knew 'twould 
be so. He was all agog to see her before he went 
abroad ; and, if he bad, he'd have thought no more 
of her face, may be, than his own. 

Mrs, R, May be not half so much. 

Hardy, Ay, may be so, — but I see into things ; ex- 
actly as I foresaw, to-day be fell desperately in love 
with the wench, he! he! he ! 

Lstit, Indeed, sir! how did you perceive it? 

Hardy, That's a pretty question ! How do I per- 
ceive every thmg? How did I foresee the fall of corn, 
and the rise of taxes ? How did I know, that if we 
quarrelled Mfith America, Norway deals would be 



SCEKEIV.] Tin: belle's STRATAGEM. 2l 

dearer? How did I foretel that a war would sink the 
funds } How did I forewarn Parson Homily, that if 
be didn't some way or other contrive to get more votes 
than Rubric, he'd lose the lectureship ? How did I 

But what the devil makes you so dull, Letitia ? 

I thought to have found you popping about, as brisk 
as the jacks of your harpischord. 

Letit. Surel^', sir, it was a very serious occasion. 

Hardy. Pho, pho ! girls should never be grave be- 
fore marriage. How did you feel, cousin, beforehand ? 

Ay. 

3Irs, R, Feel ! why exceeding full of cares. 

Hardy, Did you ? 

Mrs, R. I could not sleep, for thinking of my coach, 
my liveries, and my chairmen ; the taste of clothes I 
should be presented in, distracted me for a week ; and 
whether 1 should be married in white or lifac, gave 
me the most cruel anxiety. 

Letit. And is it possible that you felt no other 
care } 

Hardy. And pray, of what sort may your cares be, 
Mrs. lietitia? I begin to foresee jiow that you have tak<* 
en a dislike to Doricourt. 
. IjCtit. Indeed, sir, I have not. 

Hardy. Then what's all this melancholy about? 
An't you a going to be married ? and what's more, to 
a sensible man ? and, what's more to a young girl, to 
a handsome, man f And What's all this melancholy for» 
I say ? 

Mrs. R. Why, because he is handsome and sensi- 
ble, and because she's over head and ears in love with 
him; all which, it seems, your foreknowledge had not 
told you a word of. 

Letit. Fie, Caroline ! 

Hardy. Well, come, do you tell me what's the mat* 
tcr then ? If you don't like him, hang the signing and 
sealing, he shan't have ye : — and yet I can't say that 
neither; for you know that estate, that cost his fathec 
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md me upwards of fourscore thousand pounds, must 
go all to him if you won't have him : if he won't have 
you, indeed, 'twill be all yours. All that's elear, en- 
groMed upon parchment, and the poor dear man set 
his hand to it whilst he was dying. — ^* Ah !" said I, I 
foresee you'll never live to see them come together; 
but their first son shall be christened Jeremiah, after 

you, that I promise you." But come, I say, what 

is the matter ? Don't you like him ? 

Letit. I fear, sir — if I must speak — I fear I was lesi 
agreeable in Mr. Doricourt's eyes, than he appeared 
in mine. 

Hardy, There you are mistaken ; for I asked him, 
and he told me he liked you vastly. Don't you think 
ke must have taken a fancy to her } 

Mrs. R. Why really I think so, as I was not by. 
Letit, My dear sir, I am convinced he has not ; 
but if there is spirit or invention in woman, he shall. 

Hardy. Right, girl ; go to your toilette 

Letit. It is not my toilette that can serve me : but 
a plan has struck me, if you will not oppose it, which 
flatters me with brilliant success. 

Hardy, Oppose it ! Not 1 indeed ! What is it ? 
Letit, Why, sir — it may seem a little paradoxical ; 
but, as he does not like me enough, I want him to 
like me still less, and will at our next interview en- 
deavour to heighten his indifference into dislike. 
Hardy. Who the devil could have foreseen that ? 
Mrs. R, Heaven and earth ! Lciitia, are you seri- 
ous? 

Letit. As serious as the most important business of 
my life demands. 

Mrs. R. Why endeavour to make him dislike you? 
Letit. Because 'tis much easier to convert a senti- 
ment into its opposij^, than to transform indifference 
into tender passion. 

Mrs. R. That may be good philosophy, but I am 
sfrajd you'll find it a bad maxim. 
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Letit, I have the strongest confidence in irt, I am 
inspired with unusual spirits, and on this hasard wil- 
lingly stake roy chance tor happiness. I am impatient 
to begin my measures. [Exit Letitia. 

Hardy » Can you foresee the end ot this, cousin ? 

Mrs. R, No, sir; nothing less than your penetra- 
tion can do that, I am sure ; and I can't stay now, 
to consider it. I am going to call on the Ogles, and 
then to Lady Fiances Touchwood's, and then to an 
auction, and then — I don't know where — but I shall 
be at home time enough to witness this extraordinary 
interview* Good-b'ye. [Exit Mrs. Rackett. 

Hardy. Well, 'tis an odd thing — I can't understand 
it — but I foresee LiCtty will have berway^ and so I shan't 
give myself the trouble to dispute it. 

[Exit HAaDT. 



ACT THE SECOND. 



8CEKB I. 

Sir George Taucii wood's. 

Enter Doricourt oiuf Siii<George. 

Doric. Married, ha ! ha ! ha ! you, whom I heard 
in Paris say such things of the 4iex, are in London a 
married roan. 

Sir G. The sex is still what it has ever been sin^^e 
la petite morale banished substantial virtues ; and rar 
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ther than have given my name to one of your high- 
bretl fashionable dames, Vd have crossed the line in a 
fireship, and married a Japanese. 

Doric. Yet you have married an English beauty; 
yea, and a beauty born in high life. 

Sir G. True ; but she has a simplicity of heart and 
manners, that would have become the fair Hebrew 
damsels toasted by the Patriarchs. • 

Doric. Ha ! ha ! Why, thou art a downright matri- 
monial Quixote. My life on't she becomes as mere a 
town lady in six months, as though she had been bred 
to the trade. 

SirG, Common — common — [Contemptuously^ No, 
sir, Lady Frances despises high life so much from the 
ideas I have given her, that ^le'il live in it like a sa- 
lamander in fire. 

Doric, ril send thee off to St. Evreux this nighti 
drawn at full length, and coloured after nature. 

Sir G, Tell him, then, to add to the ridicule, that 
Touchwood glories in the name of husband ; that he 
has found in one Englishwoman more beauty than 
Frenchmen ever saw, and more goodness than French- 
women can conceive. 

Doric, Well — enough of description. Introduce me 
to this phoenix ; 1 came on purpose. 

Sir G. Introduce ! — oh, ay, to be sure! — I believe 
Lady Frances is engaged just now — but another time. 
— How handsome the dog looks to-day ! [Aside, 

Doric. Another time ! — but I have no other time. — 
'Sdeath ! this is the only hour I can command this 
fortnight. 

Sir G. [Aside^l I am glad to hear it, with all my 
soul! — So then, you can't dine with us to-day? That's 
very unlucky. 

Doric, Oh, yes — as to dinner — ^yes, I can I believe, 
contrive to dine with you to-day. 

Sir G, Pshaw ! I didn't think on what I was sny- 
ing; I meant supper. — You can't sup with us? 
I 
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Doric. Why, supper will be rather more convenient 
than dinner. — But you are fortunate — if you had 
asked me any other niglu, I could not have come. 

Sir G, To-night ! — Gad, now I recollect, we are 

particularly engaged to-night.' But to-morrow 

night— — 

Doric, Wy, lookye, Sir George, 'tis very plain yoii 
have no inclination to let me see your wife at all ; so 
here I sit. [Throws himself on a Sofa.] — ^There's my 
hat, and here are my legs — Now I sha'n't stir till I 
have seen her ; and I have no engagements : Til break- 
fast, dine, and sup with you, every day this week. 

Sir G. Was there ever such a provoking wretch ! — 
But, to be plain with you, Doricourt, I and niy house 
are at your service : but you are a damned agreeable 
fellow; and the woman, 1 observe, always simper 
when you appear. For these reasons, I had rather, 
Vfhen Lady Frances and I are together,- that you 
should forget that we are acquainted, further than a 
nod, a smile, or a how d'ye? 

Doric. Very well. 

Sir G, It is not merely yourself, fw propria persona^ 
that I object to ; but, if you are intimate here, you'll 
make my house still more the fashion than it is ; and 
it is already so much so, that my doors are of no use 
to me. I married Lady Frances, to engross her to 
myself; yet such is the blessed freedom of modern 
manners, that, in spite of me, her eyes, thoughts, and 
conversation, are continually divided amongst all the 
flirts and coxcombs of fashion. 

Doric. ToTbesure, I confess that kind of freedom 
is carried rather too far. Tis hard one can't have a 
jewel in one's cabinet, but the whole town must be 

gratified with its lustre. He sha'n't preach me out 

of seeing his wife, though. [Aside. 

Sir G. Well, now, that's reasonable. When you 
take time to reflect, Doricourt, 1 always observe you 
decide right ; and therefore I Viopc — 
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Enter a Seuvant. 

Sere. Sir, my lady desires 
Sir G. I am particularly engaged. 
Doric, Oh, lord, that shall be no excuse in the 
world. [Leaping from the Sofa.] Lead the way, John. 
— ril attend youf lady. 

[Exitj/oUowing the Servant. 
Sir G, What devil possessed mc to talk about her ! 
Here, Doricourt ! [Running after him,] Dori- 
court! • 

Enter Mrs. Rackett and Miss Oole, foliaaed hy a 

Servant. 

Mrs, R. Acquaint your lady^ that Mrs. Rackett 
and Miss Ogle are here« {Exit Servant. 

Miss 0, 1 shall hardly know Lady Frances, 'tis so 
long since I was in Shropshire. 

Mrs, R. And Til be sworn, you never saw her out 
of Shropshire. — Her father kept her locked up with 
his caterpillars and shells ; and loved her beyond any 
thing — but a blue butterfly, and a petrified frog! 

Miss 0, Ha! ha I ha ! — Well, 'twas a cheap way of 
breeding her : — you know, he was very poor, though 
a lord ; and very high spirited, though a virtuoso. — 
In town, her Pantheons, operas, and robes de cour, 
would have swallowed his sea weeds, moths, and mon- 
sters, in six weeks ! Sir George, I find, thinks his 

wife a most extraordinary creature : he has taught 
her to despise every thing like fashionable life^ and 
boasts that example will have no effect on her. 

Mrs. R, There's a great degree of impertinence ia 
all that. — rU try to make her a fine lady, to humble 
him. 

Missfi. That's just the thing I wish. 



( 
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Enter Lady Frances. 

Lady F, I beg ten thousand pardons, my dear Mrs. 
Rackett. — Miss Ogle, I rcjoice to see you : 1 should 
have come to you sooner, but I was detained in con- 
versation by Mr. Don court. 

Mrs. R. Pray, make no apology ; I am quite hap- 
py that we have your ladyship in to^wn at last. — What 
stay do you make ? 

Lady F, 'A short one ! Sir George talks with regret 
of the scenes we have left ; and, as the ceremony of 
presentation is over, will, I believe, soon return. 

Miss 0. Sure, he can't be so cruel : Does your 
ladyship wish to return so soon ? 

Lady F. T have not the habit of consulting my awn 
wishes ; but, I think, if they decide, we shall not re- 
turn immediately. I have yet hardly formed an ided, 
of London. 

Mrs. R. I shall quarrel with your lord and master, 
if he dares think of depriving us of you so soon. How 
do you dispose of yourself to-day ? 

Lady F, Sir George is going with me this morning 
to the mercer's, to chuse a silk ; and then — — 

Mrs, R. Chuse a silk for you ! — Ha! ha! ha! Sir 
George chuses your laces too, I hope ; your gloves, 
and your pincushions ! 
lAidy F. Madam! 

Mrs. A. I am glad to see you blush, my dear Lady 
Frances. These are strange homespun ways ! If you 
do these things, pray keep them secret. Lord bless 
us! If the town should know your husband chuses 
your gowns ! 

Miss 0. You are very young, my lady, and have 
been brought up in solitude. The maxims you learnt 
among wood nymphs, in Shropshire, won't pass cur- 
rent here, I assure you. 

Mrs, R, Why, my dear creature, you look quite 
frightened — Come, you shall g<o m\\\ \3[!s»\ft^\!w^'^8^«!^>=- 
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tion and an auction. — Afterwards, we'll take a turn in 
the Park, and then drive to Kensington ; so we shall 
be at home by four, to dress ; and, in the evening, FU 
attend you to Lady Brilliant's masquerade. 

Lady F. I shall be very happy to be of your party, 
if Sir George has no engagements. 

Mrs, R, What ! Do you stand so low in your own 
opinion, that you dare not trust yourself withdut Sir 
George? If you chuse to play Darby and Joan, my 
dear, you should have stayed in the country ; — 'tis an 
exhibition not calculated for London, 1 assure you. 

Miss 0. What, I suppose, my lady, you and Sir 
George will be seen pacing it comfortably round the 
Canal, arm and arm, and then go lovingly into the 
same carriage ; dine iete-d-tete, spend the evening at 
picquet, and so go soberly to bed at eleven ! — Such a 
snug plan may do for an attorney and his wife ; but, 
for Lady Frances Touchwood, 'tis as unsuitable as 
linsey-woolsey, or a black bonnet at the Festino ! 

Lady P. Theae are rather new doctrines to me I-— 
But, my dear Mrs. Rackett, you and Miss Ogle must 
judge of these things better than I can. As you ob- 
serve, I am but young, and may have caught absurd 
opinions. — Here is Sir George ! 

Enter Sir George. 

Sir G. [Aside.] 'Sdeath, another room full! 
^ Lady F. My lOve ! Mrs. Rackett and Miss Ogle. 

Mrs, R, 'Give you joy, Sir George. — We came to 
rob you of Lady Frances for a few hours, 
, Sir G, A few hours ! 

Lady F, Oh, yes ! I am going to an exhibition, 
and an auction, and the Park, and Kensington, and a 
thousand places ! — It is quite ridiculous, I find, for 
married people to be always together. — We shall be 
laui^hcd at ! 

Sir G, I am astonished! — Mrs. Rackett, what docs 
ihe dear creature njeaa? 
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Mrs, R, Mean, Sir George! — What she say^, I 
imagine. 

Miss O. Why, you know, sir, as Lady^ Frances had 
the misfortune to be bred entirely in the country, 
she caimot be supposed to be versed in fashionable 
life. 

Sir G, No ; Heaven forbid she should !— If she 
had, madam, she would never have been my wife ! 

Mrs. R, Are you serious? 

Sir G. Perfectly so. — I should never have had tht 
courage to have married a well-bred fine lady. ' 

Miss 0. Pray, sir, what do you take a fine lady to 
be, that you express such fear of her? [Sfteeringly. 

Sir G. A being easily described, madam, as she is 
seen every where, but in her own house. She sleeps 
at home, but she lives all over the town. In her 
mind every sentiment gives place to the lust of con- 
quest, and the vanity of being particular. The feel« 
ings of wife and mother, are lost in the whirl of dis- 
sipation. If she continues virtuous, 'lis by chance — 
mad, if she preserves her husband from iiiin, 'tis by 
her dexterity at the card table ! — Such a woman I 
take to be a perfect fine lady ! 

Mrs. R, And you I take to be a slanderous cynic 
of two and thirty. — ^Twenty years hence, one might 
have forgiven such a libel ! — Now, sir, hear my defi- 
nition of a fine lady: — She is a creature for whom 
nature has done much, and education more ; she has 
taste, elegance, spirit, understanding. In her manner 
she is free, in her morals nice. Her behaviour is un^ 
distinguishingly polite to her husband, and all man- 
kind; — her sentiments are for their hours of retirement. 
In a word, a fine lady is the life of conversation, the 
spirit of society, the joy erf the public! — Pleasure 
follows wherever she appears, and the kindest wishes 
attend her slumbers. — Make haste, then, my dear Lady 
Frances, commence fine lady, and force your hus- 
band to acknowledge the justness of my picture. 

d3 
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Lady F. I am sure 'tis a delightful one. How can 
you dislike it, Sir George? You painted fashionable 
life in colours so disgusting, that I thought I hated 
it; but, on a n(>ari;r view, it seems cbarining. I 
have hitherto lived in obscurity; 'tis time thatlshuuLd 
be a woman of the world. I long to begin; — my 
heart pants with expectation and delight! 

Mrs. R. Come, then ; let us begin directly. I anh 
impatient to imroduce you to that society, which you 
were born to ornament and charm. 

l,ady F. Adieu, my love !— We shall meet again at 
dinner. {Going. 

Sir G. Sure, I am in.a dream Fanny 1 

ladi/ F. [Rifturmng.'] Sir George f 

Sir G. Will you go without me i ■ 

Mrs.R, Will you go without me!— Ha! ha! ha< 
what a pathetic address ! Why, sure, you would not 
alwitys be seen, side by side, like two beans upon a 
stalk. Are you afraid to trust lady Frances with me. 

Sir G. Heaven and earth ! with whom can a maa 
trust his wife,inthe present state of society ? Formerly 
there were dislinclions of character amongst ye: 
eveiy class of females had its particular description ; 
grandraotbera were pious, aunts discreet, old raaid» 
censorious 1 but now, aunts, grandmothers, girls, and 
maiden gentlewomen, are ail the same creature; — a 
wrinkle mure or less is the sole difference between ye. 

Mrs. R. That maiden gentlewomen have lost their 
censuriousness, is surely not in your catalogue of 
grievances. 

Sir G. Indeed it is — and ranked amongst the most 
serious grievances. — Thin^ went well, madam, whea 
the tongues of three or four old virgins kept all the 
wives and daughters of a parish in awe. They were 
the dra)|ons, that guarded the Hesperian fruit ; and I 
wonder they have not been obliged, by act of parlia- 
ment, W resume their function. 
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Mrs, R, Ha! ha! ha I and pensioned, I suppose. 
Sot making strict inquiries into the lives and conver- 
sations of their neighbours. 

Sir G. With all my heart, and empowered to 
.4?blige every woman to conform her conduct to her 
real situation. You, for instance, are a widow ; your 
air should be sedate, your dress grave, your deport- 
ment matronly^ and in all things an example to the 
young women growing up about you ! — Instead of 
which, you are dressed for conquest, think of nothing 
but ensnaring hearts ; are a coquette, a wit, aiid a 
fine lady. 

Mrs, R, Bear witness to what he says ! A coquette, 
a wit, and a fine lady ! Who would have expected an 
eulogy from such an illnatured mortal 1 — Valour to a 
soldier, wisdom to a judge, or glory to a prince, is 
not more than such a character to a woman. 

Miss 0, Sir George, I see, languishes for the charm- 
ing society of a century and a half ago ; wheii a grave 
'squire, and a still graver dame, surrounded by a sober 
family, formed a stiff group, in a mouldy old house, 
in the corner of a park. 

Mrs, R, Delightful serenity ! Undisturbed by any 
XLoise but the cawing of rooks, and the quarterly rum- 
bling of an old family coach on a state visit ; with the 
happy intervention of a friendly call from the parish 
apothecary, or the curate's wife. 

Sir G.. And what is the society of which you boast ? 
-^a mere chaos, in which all distinction of rank is 
lost in a ridiculous affectation of ease, and every dif- 
ferent order of beings huddled together, as they were 
before the creation. In the same select pany, you 
will often find the wife of a bishop and a sharper, 
of an earl and a fidler. In short, 'tis one universal 
masquerade, all disguised in the same habits and maa* 
ners. 
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Enier a Servant. 

Serv. Mr. Flutter, [Exit Servant. 

Sir G, Here comes an illustration. Now, I defy 
you to tell, from his appearance, whether Flutter is 
a privy counsellor or a mercer, a lawyer or a grocer^s 
'prentice. 

Enter Flutter. 

Flut, Oh, just which you please, Sir George; M> 
you don't make me a lord mayor. Ah, Mrs. Rackett! 
■ ■ Lady Frances, your most obedient ; you look- 
now hang me, if that's not provoking ! — had yoor 
gown been of another colour, I should have said the 
prettiest thing you ever heard in your life. 

Miss O. Pray, give it us. 

Flut. I was yesterday at Mrs. Bloomer's. She waft 
dressed all in green ; no other colour to be seen but 
that of her face and bosom. So, says I, My dear Mrs. 
Bloomer ! you look like a carnation just bursting from 
its pod. 

Sir G. Wasn't that pretty ? And what said her 
husband ? 

^ut. Her husband ! Why, her husband laughed, 
and said, a cucumber would have been a better si- 
mile. 

Sir G. But there are husbands, sir, who would 
rather have corrected than amended your compari- 
son ; I, for instance, should consider a man's compli- 
menting my wife as an impertinence. 

Ftnt, Why, what harm can there be in compli- 
ments ? Sure they are not infectious ; and, if they 
were, you, Sir George, of all people breathing, have 
reason to be satisfied about your lady's attachment ; 
every body talks of it : that little bird there, that she 
killed out of jealousy, the most extraordinary in- 
stance of affecrion thas ever was given. 

Ladi/ F, I kill a bird through jealousy ! Heavens ! 
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Mr. Flutter, how can you impute such a cruelty ta 
me? 

Sir G. r could have forgiven you, if you had. 

Flut. Oh, what a blundering fool l^ — No, no — now 
I remember — 'twas your bird, Lady Frances — that's 
it, your bullfinch, which Sir George, in one of the 
refinements of his passion, sent into the wide world 
to seek its fortune. — He took it for a knight in dis* 
guise. 

Lady F, Is it possible ! Oh, Sir jGeorge, could I 
have imagined it was you, who deprived me of a crea- 
ture I was so fond of? 

Sir G. Mr. Flutter, you are one of those busy, idle, 
meddling people, who, from mere vacuity of mind^ 
are the most dangerous inmates in a family. You 
have neither feelings nor opinions of your own ; but, 
like a glass in a tavern, bear about those of every 
l^lockhead who gives you his; — and, because you mean 
no harm, think yourselves excused,, though broken 
friendships, discords, and murders, are the conse> 
quences of your indiscretions. 

Flvt. [Taking out his Tablets,'} Vacuity of mind ! — 
What was next? 1*11 write down this sermon; ^is the 
first I have heard since my grandmother's funeral. 

MissO, Come, Lady Frances, you see what a cruel 
creature your loving husband can be ; so let us leave 
him. 

Sir G. Madam, Lady Frances shall not go. 

LadyF. Shall not, Sir George I — This is the first 
time such an expression [Weeping, 

Sir G, My love ! my life ! 

Lady F, Don't imagine I'll be treated like a child ! 
denied what I wish, and then pacified with sweet 
words. 

Miss 0, [Jpart»] The bullfinch f that's an excel- 
lent subject ; never let it down. 

Lady F» I see plainly you would deprive me of 
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every pleasure, as well as of my sweet bird— out of 
pure love! — Barbarous man! 

SirG, Tis well, madam ; — your resentment of that 
circumstance proves to me, what I did not before 
suspect, that you are deficient both in tenderness and 
understanding — ^Tremble to think the hour approaches, 
in which you would give worlds for such a proof of 
my love. Go, madam, give yourself to the public ; 
abandon your heart to dissipation, knd see if^ in the 
scenes of gaiety and folly that ^ await you, you can 
find a recompense for the lost affection of a doting 
husband. [Exit Sir Geo roe. 

Flut. Lord, what a fine thing it is to have the gift 
of speech ! I suppose, Sir George practises at Coach^ 
makers' Hall, or the Black Horse in Bond Street. 

Ladtf F, He is really angry ; I cannot go. 

Mrs, R, Not go ! Foolish creature ! you are arrived 
at the moment which, some time or other, was sure to 
happen, and every thing depends on the use you make 
of it. 

Miss 0. Come, Lady Frances, don't hesitate ;--- 
the minutes are precious. 

Lady F, I could find in my heart ! — and yet I 
won't give up neither. — If I should in this instance, 
he'll expect it for ever. 

[Exeunt Lady Frances and Mrs. Rackett. 

Miss 0. Now you act like a woman of spirit. 

[Exit. 

Flut, A fair tug, by Jupiter — between duty and plea* 
sure ! — Pleasure beats, and off we go. To triumphe ! ' 

[Exit. 
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SCEHB II. 



- An Auction Room, BustSj Pictures^ ^c. 

Enter Silvertokgue, with Compant, Puffers, ^-c. 

1 Ijody. Heyday, Mr. Silvertongue ! what, nobody 
here ! 

Sih. Oh, my lady, we shall have company enough 
in a trice ; if your carriage is seen at my door, no 
other will pass it, I am sure. 

1 Lady. Familiar monster ! [Aside.'] That's a beau- 
tiful Diana, Mr. Silvei:tongue; but, in the'jiame of 
wonder, how came Actaeon to be placed on the top 
of a house ? 

Sih. That's a David and Bathsheba, ma'am. 

1 Lady. Oh, I crave their pardon I — I remember 
the names, but know nothing of the story. 

Enter more Company. 

1 Gent. Was not that Lady Frances Touchwood^ 
coming up with Mrs. Rackett ? 

2 Gent. I think so ; — ^yes, it is, 'faith. L^t us go 

'nearer. 

Enter Ladt Frances, Mrs. RAckett, and Mist 

OOLE. 

S Gent. Any thing worthy notice to-day ? 

SHv. Yes, sir, this is to be the first lot : — the mo- 
del of a city, in wax. 

2 Gent. The model of a city ! What city ? 

Silv. That I have not;, been able to discover ; but 
call it Rome, Pekin, or London, 'tis still a city ; youll 
find in it the same jarring interests^ the same passion^, 
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the same virtues, and the same vices, whatever the 
name. 

[Lady Frances and Miss Ogle came for" 
wardy followed by Court all. 
Lady F, I wish Sir George was here. — ^This man 
follows me ahout, and stares at me in suck a way, 
that I am quite uneasy. 

Miss 0. He has travelled, and is heir to an immense 
estate ; so he is impertinent hy patent. 

Court. You are very cruel, ladies. Miss Ogle — 

you will not let Ine speak to you. As to this little' 

scornful beauty, she has frowned me dead fifty times. 

Lady F. Sir — I am a married woman. IConfused. 

Court, A married woman ! a good hint. [Aside. 1 

Twould be a shame if such a charming woman was 

not married. But I see you are a Daphne just come 

from your sheep, and your meadows ; your crook, 

and your waterfalls. Pray, now, who is the happy 

Damon, to whom you have vowed eternal truth and 

constancy ? 

Miss 0. 'Tis Lady Frances Touchwood, Mr. Court- 
all, to whom you are speaking. 

Court. Lady Frances ! By Heaven, that's Saville's 
old flame. [Aside.] I beg your ladyship's pardon. I 
ought to have believed, that such beauty could belong 
only to your name-^-a name I have long been ena- 
*moured of; because I knew it to be that of the finest 
woman in the world. 

[Mrs. Rackett comes forward. 
Lady F. [Apart,] My dear Mrs, Rackett, 1 am. so 
frightened ! Here's a man making love to me, though 
he knows I am married. 

Mrs. R. Oh, the sooner for that, my dear ; don't 
mind him. — Was you at the Cassino last night, Mr. 
Cburtall ? 

Court. I looked in. — ^Twas impossible to stay. No- 
body there but antiques. . You'll be at Lady BiiU 
liant's to-night, doubtless ? 
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Mrs. R. Yes, I go with Lady Frances. 
Lady F. Bless me ! I did not know this gentleman 
was acquainted with Mrs. Rackett. — I behaved so 
rude to him ! [To Miss Ogle. 

Mrs, R. Come, ma'am ; [Looking at her JVatckJ] 
^tis past one. I protest, if we don't fly to Kensington « 
we shan't find a soul there. 

Lady F. Won't this gentleman go with us ? 
Court. [Looking surprised.] To be sure;, you make 
, me happy, madam, beyond description. 

Mrs. R, Oh, never mind him — he'll follow. 

[Exeunt Lady Feakces, Mrs.Rackett, and 
Miss Ogle. 
Court, Lady Touchwood, with a vengeance ! But 
'tis always so ; your reserved ladies are like ice, 'egad ! 
— no sooner begin to soften, than they melt ! 

[Folloxoing. 



ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 

Mr. Hardy's. 'p 

Enter Letitia and Mrs. Rackbtt. 

Mrs. R. Come, prepare, prepare; your lover is 
coming. 

Letit. My lover! confess, now, that my absence a^ 
dinner was a severe mortification to him. . 
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Mrs. R. I can't absolutely swear it spoiled his ap- 
petite ; he ate as if he was hungry, and drank his wine 
as though he liked it. 

Letit. What was the apology ? 

Mrs.R, That you were ill; — but I gave him a 
hint, that your extreme bashfulness could not support 
his eye. 

Letit, If I comprehend him, aukwardness and 
bashfulness are the last faults he can pardon in a wo- 
man ; so expect to see me transformed into the veriest 
maukin. 

Mrs. R, You persevere then ? 

Letit, Certainly. I know the design is a rash one, 
and the event important ; — it either makes Doricourt 
mine by all the tenderest ties of passion, or deprives 
me of him for ever; and never to be his wife, will af- 
flict me less than to be his wife, and not be beloved. 

Mrs. R. So you won't trust to the good old maxim, 
— " Marry first, and love will follow ?" 

Letit. As readily as I would venture my last gui- 
nea, that good fortune might follow. The woman, 
that has not touched the heart of a man, before he 
le^ds her to the altar, has scarcely a chance to charm 
it, when possession and security turn their powerful 
armi against her. — But here he comes — I'll disappear 
for a moment. Don't spare me. [Exit Letitia. 

Enter Doricourt — not seeing Mrs. Rackett. 

Doric, So ! [Looking at a Picture,] this is my mis- 
tress, I presume. — Majoi! the painter has hit her off 
— ^The downcast eye — the blushing cheek — timid — 

apprehensive — bashful A tear and a prayerbook, 

would have made her La Bella Magdakna—^' 

Give me a woman, in whose touching mien 
A mind, a soul, a polish'd art is seen ; 
Whose motion speaks, whose poignant air can move ; 
Such ate the darts, to wound with endless love. 
4 
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Mrs, R, Is that an impromptu? 

[TfjucMng-kim^n the Shoulder with her Fan, 

Doric. [Starting,] Maitiim ! [Aside,] Finely caught! 
— Not absolutely — it struck me during the desert^ as 
a motto for your picture. # 

Mrs.R. Gallantly turned! — I perceive, however, 
Miss Hardy^s charms have made no violent impression 
on you. — And who can wonder? — the poor girl's de- 
fects are so obvious. 

Doric. Defects! 

Mrs. R, ISIerely those of education. Her fa- 
ther s indulgence ruined her. — Mauvaise honte — con* 
ceit and ignorance — all unite in the lady you are t© 
marry. 

Doric, Marry! I marry such a woman! — Your 
picture, I hope, is overcharged. — I marry mauvais€ 
hontey pertness and ignorance ! 

Mrs^ R, Thank your stars, that ugliness and ill- 
temper are not added to the list, —You must think her 
handsome ? 

Doric. Half her personal beauty would content 
me ; — but could the Medicean Venus be animated for 
me, and endowed with a vulgar soul, I should become 
the statue, and my heart transformed to marble. 

Mrs, R. Bless us ! We are in a hopeful way, 

then ! 

Doric. [Aside,] There must be some envy in this. 
- — I see she is a coquette — Ha ! ha ! ha ! And you ima- 
gine I am persuaded of the truth of your character? 
ha ! ha ! ha ! Miss Hardy, I have been assured, madam, 

is elegant and accomplished but one must allow 

for a lady's painting. 

Mrs, R, [Aside^ V\\ be even with him for that. Hal 

ha! ha ! and so you have found me out ! Well, I 

protest, I meant no harm ; 'twas only to increase the 
hlat of her appearance, that 1 threw a veil over her 

charms. Here comes the lady:— her elegance and 

accomplishments will announce themselves. 

£2 
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Enter Letitia, running. 

Letit. La, cousin, do jou know, that our John- 
Oh, dear heart! — 1 didn't see you, sir. 

[Hanging down her Heady and dropping behind 
Mrs. Rackett. 

Mrs. R. Fie, Letitia — Mr. Doricourt thinks you a 
woman of elegant manners. Stand forward, and con- 
firm his opinion. 

Letit, No, no ; keep befoi;e.me. — He's my sweet- 
heart ; and 'tis impudent to look one's sweetheart in 
the face, you know. 

Mrs, R. You'll allow in future for a lady's paint- 
ing, sir — Ha! ha! ha! 

Doric. I am astonished ! 

Letit Well, hang it, I'll take heart— Why, he is 
but a man, you know, cousin — and TU let him see, I 
wasn't born in a wood, to be scared by an owl. [Half 
apart ; advances, and looks at him through her Fingers,] 
He ! he ! he ! [Goes up to him, ai^d makes a very stiffs, for* 
mal Courtesy — He bovis!] — You have been a great tra- 
veller, sir, I hear. 

Doric. Yes, madam. 

Letit. Then I wish you'd tell us about the fine 
sights you saw when you went over-sea — I have read 
in a book, that there are some countries, where the 
men and women are all horses. — Did you see any of 
them? 

Mrs.R. Mr. Doricourt is not prepared, my dear, 
for these inquiries — he is reflecting on the import- 
ance of the question, and will answer you — when ho 
can. 

Letit. When he can! Why, he's as slow in speech, 
as aunt Margery, when she's reading Thomas Aqui- 
nas ; — and stands gaping, like mumchance. 

Mrs. R, Have a little discretion. 

Letit. Hold your tongue !— Sure, I may say what I 
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please before I am raarriedy if I can't afterwards* 



D'ye think a body does not know how to talk to a 
sweetheart — He is not the first I have had. 

Doric. Indeed! 

Letit. Oh, lud, he speaks ! — Why, if you must 
know- — there was the curate at home— When papa 
was a hunting, he used to come a suitoring, and make 
speeches to me out of books — Nobody knows, what a 
mortof fine things he used to say to me — and call me 
.Venis, and Jubah, and Dinah. 

Doric, And pray, fair lady, how did you answer 
him? 

Letit. Why, I used to say. Look you Mr. Curate, 
don't think to come over me with your fiim-flams, for 
a better man than ever trod in your shoes, is coming 
over-sea to marry me — But, 'ifags, I begin to think, I 
was out. — Parson Dobbins was the sprightfuller man 
of the two. 

Doric. Surely, this cannot be Miss Hardy ? 

Letit, Laws, why, don't you know me ? — ^You saw 
me to-day — but 1 was daunted before my father, and 
the lawyer, and all them ; and did not care to speak 
out — so, may be, you thought I couldn't — but I can 
talk as fast as any body, when I know folks a tittle-^ 
And now 1 have shown my parts, I hope you'll like 
me better. 

Enter Hardy. 

Hardy. I foresee this won't do Mr. Doricourt, 

may be, you take my daughter for a fool, but you 
are mistaken — she's as sensible a girl as any in Eng- 
land. 

Doric. I am convinced, she has a very uncommon 
understanding, sir. — [Aside^ I did not think he had 
been such an ass ! 

Letit. My father will undo the whole. — Laws, papa, 
how can you think he can take me for a fool ; — when 

£3 
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every body knows, I beat the 'Potecary at conun- 
drums, last Cbristhias-time? — And didn't I make a 
string of names, all in riddles, for the Lady's Diary ? 
— ^There was a little river, and a great house — that was 
Newcastle. — ^There was what a lamb says, and three 
letters — that was JBa, and A:-e^, ker, baker.— There 

was 

Hardy. Don't stand ba-a-ing there — you'll make 

me mad in a moment 1 tell you, sir, that for all 

that, she's dev'lish sensible. 

Doric, Sir, I give all possible credit to yourasser* 
tions. 

Letit. Laws, papa, do come along. If you stand 
watching, how can my sweetheart break his mind, 
and tell mc how he admires me? 

Doric, That would be difficult, indeed, madam. ' 
Hardy, I tell you, Letty, I'll have no more of this. 

— I see well enough* 

Letit, Laws, don't snub me before my husband — 
that is to be. — You'll teach him to snub me too — and, 
I believe, by his looks, he'd like to begin now. So let 
us go — cousin, you may tell the gentleman, what a 
genius I have — how I can cut watch papers, and 
vrork catgut — make quadrille baskets with pins, and 
take profiles in shade — ay, as well as the lady at No. 
(J2, South Moulton Street, Grosvenor Square. 

[Exeunt Hardy and Letitia. 
Mrs. R. What think you of my painting now ? 
Doric, Oh, mere water colours, madam — ^Thelady 
has caricatured your picture. 

Mrs. R, And how does she strike you on the 
whole? 

Doric, Like a good design, spoiled by the incapa- 
city of the artist. Her faults are evidently the result 
of her father's weak indulgence. I observed an ex- 
pression in her eye. that seemed to satirise the folly 
of her lips. 
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Mrs, R. But at her age, when education is fixed^ 
mid manner bckromes nature, hopes of improvement — 

Doric, Would be absurd — Besides, I can't turn 
schoolmaster — Doricourt^s wife must be incapable 
of improvement — but it must be, because she's got be- 
yond it. 

Mfs, R, I am pleased your misfortune sits no 
heavier. 

Doric, Your pardon, madam — so mercurial was 
the hour in which I was born, that misfortunes always 
go plump to the bottoin of my heart, like a pebble in 
water, and leave ihesuirface unruffled. 1 shall cer- 
tainly set off for Bath, or ^e other world, to-night — ^' 
but whether I shall use a chaise, with four swift 
coursers, or go off in a tangent — from the aperture of 
a pistol, deserves consideration — so I make my adieus. 

[Going. 

Mrs.R. Oh, but I intreatyou, postpone your jour- 
ney till to-morrow — determine on which you will — 
you must be this night at the masquerade. 

Doric. Masquerade! 

Mrs. R. Why not? If you resolve to visit the 

other world, you may as well take one night's pleasure 
first in this, you know, 

Doric. 'Faith, that's very true; — ladies are the best 
philosophers after all — Expect meat the masquerade. 

[Exit DORICOURT. 

Mrs. R. He's a charming fellow — I think Lctitia 
shan't have him. [Going, 

Enter Hardy, 

Hardy. What's he gone ? 

Mrs. R, Yes ; and I am glad he is— You would 
have ruined us ! — Now, I beg, Mr. Hardy, you won't 
interfere in this business; it is a little out of your way. 

[Exit Mrs. Rackett. 

Hardy, Hang me, if I don't though — I foresee very 
clearly, what will be the end of it, if I leave you to 
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yourselvos ; so 111 e'en follow him to the masquerade, 

and tell him all about it. — Let me see what shall 

my dress be — A great mogul? No — ^A grenadier? 

No — no — that, I foresee, would make a laugh 

Hang me, if I don't send to my favourite little Quick, 
and borrow his Jew Isaac's dress — ^I know the dog 
likes a glass of good wine ; so I'll give him a bottle of 

my forty-eight, and he shall teach me Ay, that's 

it — I'll be cunning little Isaac — If they complain of 
my want of wit, I'll tell .them, the cursed Duenna 
wears the breeches, and has spoilt my parts. 

[Exit Hardy. 



SCENE II. 

Court all's. 

Enier Couutall, SAriLLE,an(2 TAree Gentlemen, 
from an Apartment in the Back Scene — The last 
Three tipsey. 

Court. You shan't go yet Another catch, and 

another bottle. 

1 Gent, May I be a bottle, and an empty bottle, if 
you catch me at that ! — Why, I am going to the mas- 
querade. Jack , you know who I mean, is to 

meet me, and we are to have a leap at the new lustre. 

^ Gent. And I am going to — a pilgrim — \Hickups^ 

Am not I in a pretty pickle for a pilgrim? And 

Tony, here — he is going in the disguise — in the dis- 
guise — of a gentleman ! 

1 Gent^ We are all very disguised — so bid them 
draw up — D'ye hear ! 

[Exeunt the Three Gentlemen. 

Sav, Thy skull, Courtall, is a lady's thimble : — no, 
an egg shell. 



SCENE II.] THE BELLe's STRATAGEM. 45 

Court. Nay, then you are gone too : you never as- 
pire to similes, but in your cups. 

Sac, No, no ; I am steady enough — but the fumes 
of the wine pass directly through thy egg-shell, and 

leave thy brain as cool as Hey 1 1 am quite sober ; 

iny similes fail me. 

Court. Then we'll sit down here, and have one so- 
ber bottle. 

Enter DiCK« 

Bring a bottle and glasses. [Exit Dick. 

Sav. rU not swallow another drop; no, though the 
juice should be the true Falcrnian. 

Court. By the bright eyes of her you love, you shall 
drink her health. 

Enter DicK with Bottle and Glasses, and exit, 

Sav, Ah ! [Sitting down.] Her I loved is gone — 
fSighing.] — She's married 1 

Court, Then bless your stars you are not her hus- 
band ! I would be husband to no woman in Europe, 
who was not dev'lish rich, and dev'lish ugly; 

Sav. Wherefore ugly ? 

Court. Because she could not have the conscience 
to exact those attentions that a pretty wife expects; or, 
if she should, her resentments would be perfectly easy 
to me, nobody would undertake to revenge her cause. 

Sav. Thou art a most licentious fellow ! 

Court. 1 should hate my own wife, that's certain ; 
but I have a warm heart for those of other people ; 
and so here's to the prettiest wife in England — Lady 
Frances Touchwood. 

Sav. Lady Frances Touchwood ! I rise to drink her. 

i Drinks.] How the devil came Lady Frances in your 
lead ? I never knew you give a woman of chastity 
before. 

Court. That's odd, for you have heard me give half 
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me at Boudle's. [ExU Dick.] If I cannot otherwise 
succeed, ril beguile her as Jove did Alcmena, in the 
(>hape of her husband. The possession of so fine a 
woman: — the triumph over Saville, areeacjb asufficient 
motive ; and united, they shall be resistless. 

[Exit COURTALL. 



SCENE UI. 

The Street. 

Enter Saville. 

Sav, The air has recovered me ! What have I been 
doing ! Perhaps v(iy petulance may be the cause of 
her ruin, whose honour I asserted : his vanity is piqued; 
— and where women are concerned, Courtall can be 
a villain. 

Enter Dick. — Bows^ and passes hastily. 

Ha ! that's his servant !- Dick ! 

Dick, [Returning.'l Siit! 

Sav. Where are you going, Dick ? 

Dick, Going ! I am going, sir, where my master 
sent me. 

Sar. Well answered ; — but I have a particular rea- 
son for my inquiry, and you mtist tell me. 

Dick. Why then, sir, I am going to call upon a 
cousin of mine, that lives at Sir George Touchwood's. 

Sao, Very well. — ^There, [Gives him Money\ you 
must make your cousin drink my health. — What are 
you going about ? 

Dick. Why, sir, I believe 'tis no harm, or else ways 
I am sure I would not blab. — I am only going to ax 
if Sir George goes to the masquerade to-night, and 
what dress he wears. 

Sav, Enough ! Now, Dick, if you will call at my 
lodgings in your way back, and acquaint me with your 
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cousin's intelligence, TJl double the trifle I have givea 
you. 

Dick. Bless your honour, Til call -never fear. 

[Exit Dick. 

Sav, Surely the occasion may justify the means: — 
lis doubly my duty to be Lady Frances's protector. 
Courtall, I see, is planning an artful scheme; but Sa- 
ville shall out-plot him. [Exit Saville. 

SCE17E IT. 

Sir George Touchwood's. 

Enter Sir George and Villers. 

Vill, For shame, Sir George I you have left Lady 
Frances in tears. — How can you afflict her ? 

Sir G,. 'Tis I that am afflicted ; — my dream of hap- 
piness is over — ^Lady Frances and 1 are disunited. 

VilL The devil ! Why, you have been in town but 
ten days : she can have made no acquaintance for a 
Commons affair yet. 

Sir G, Pho ! 'tis our minds that are disunited ; she 
no longer places her whole delight in me ; she has 
yielded herself up to the world ! 

VilL Yielded herself up to the world ! Why did 
you not bring her to town in a cage ? Then she might 
have taken a peep at the world ! — But, after all, what 
has the world done ? A twelvemonth since you was 
the gayest fellow in it : — If any body asked who dresr 
ses best ? — Sir George Touchwood. — Who is the most 
gallant man ? Sir George Touchwood. — Who is the 
most wedded to amusement and dissipation ? Sir 
George Touchwood ? And now Sir George is meta- 
morphosed into a sour censor ; and talks of fashion- 
able life with as much bitterness as the old crabbed 
fellow in Rome. 

Sir G. The moment I became possessed of such a 
jewel as Lady Frances, every thing wore a different 

r ■ 
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complexion; that society in which I lived with so much 
hlat^ became the object of my terror ; and I think of 
the manners of polite life as I do of the atmosphere of 
a pest-house. — My wife is already infected ; she was 
set upon this morning by maids, widows, and bache* 
lors, who carried her off in triumph, in spite of my dis- 
pleasure. 

ViU, Ay, to be sure ; there would have been no 
triumph in the case, if you had not opposed it : — but 
I have heard the whole story from Mrs.Rackett ; and 
I assure you, Lady Fn^ices didn't enjoy the morning 
at all ;- —she wished for you fifty times. 

Sir G, Indeed ! Are you sure of that ? 

ViU. Perfectly sure. 

Sir G, I wish I had known it: my uneasiness 

at dinner was occasioned by very different ideas. 

ViU, Here then she comes, to receive your apology ; 
but if she is true woman, her displeasure will rise in 
proportion to your contrition ; — and till you grow 
careless about her pardon, she won't grant it : — ^how- 
ever, I'll leave you. — Matrimonial duets are seldom 
set in the style 1 like. [Exit Villers. 

Enter Lady Frances. 

Sir G, The sweet sorrow that glitters in these eyes, 
I cannot bear [Embracing her.'] Look cheerfully, you 
rogue. 

Lady F, I cannot look otherwise, if you are pleased 
with me. 

Sir G. Well, Fanny, to-day you made your entret 
in the fashionable world; tell me honestly the impres- 
sions you received. 

Ladi^ F, Indeed, Sir George, I was so hurried from 
place to place, that I had not time to find out what 
my impressions were. 

Sir G. That's the very spirit of the life you have 
chosen. 

Lady F. Every body about me seemed happy — 
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but every body seemed in a hurry to be happy some- 
where else. 

Sir G. And you like this ? 

Ladif F, One must like what the rest of the world 
likes. 

Sir G. Pernicious maxim ! 

Ladi/ jF. But, my dear Sir George, you have not 
promised to go with me to the masquerade. 

Sir G, 'Twould be a shocking indecorum to be 
seen together, you know. 

Ladif F, Oh, no ; I asked Mrs. Rackett, and she 
told me we might be seen together at the masquerade, 
— without being laughed at. 

Sir G. Really ? 

Lady F. Indeed, to tell you the truth, I could wish 
it was the fashion for married people to be insepara* 
ble : for I have more heartfelt satisfaction in fifteen 
minutes with you at my side, than fifteen days of 
amusement could give me without you. 

Sir G, My sweet creature ! How that confession 
charms me . — Let us begin the fashion. 

Ladif F. O, impossible I We should not gain a 
single proselyte ; and you can't conceive what spite- 
ful things would be said of us. — At Kensington to-day 
a lady met us, whom we saw at court, when we were 
presented ; she lifted up her hands in amazement ! — 
Bless me ! said she to her companion, here's Lady 
Frances, without Sir HurloThrunibo! — My dear Mrs. 
Rackett, consider what an important charge you 
have ! for Heaven's sake take her home again, or some 
enchanter on a flying dragon will descend and carry 

her off Oh, said another, I dare say Lady Frances 

has a clue at her heel, like the peerless Rosamond : 

her tender swain would never hjave trusted her 

so far without such a precaution. 

Sir G. Heaven and earth ! — How shall innocence 
preserve its lustre, amidst manners so corrupt ! 

F 2 
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Enter Gibson. 

Gib. Your honour talked^ I thought, tomctbing 
about going to the masquerade? 

SirG. Well. 

Gib. Hasn't your honour ? — I thought your honour 
had forgot to order a dress. 

Lady F. Well considered, Gibson. Come, will 

you be jew, turk, or heretic ; a Chinese Emperor, or 
a ballad-singer: a rake, or a watchman ? 

Sir G. Oh, neither, my love ; X can't take the trou- 
ble to support a character. 

Lady F, You'll wear a domino then : — I saw a 
pink domino trimmed with blue, at the shop where I 
bought my habit. Would you like it? 

SirG, Any thing, any thing. 

Lady F. Then go about it directly, Gibson. — A 
pink domino, trimmed with blue — Come, you have 
act seen my dress yet — it is most beautiful ; I long 
to have it on. ^Exeunt. 



ACT THE FOURTH, 



SCENE I. 



A Masquerade. 



A Party dancing Cotillims in front — a Variety of 
Characters pass and repass. 

Mountebank. Who'll buy my nostrums ? who'll buy 
tny nostrums? Here's a powder for projectors — 'twill 
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rectify the fumes of an empty stomach, dissipate their 
airy castles, and make them dream of beef and pud- 
ding. 

Enter Hardy, in the Dress of Isaac Mendoza. 

Hardy, Why isn't it a shame to see so many stout, 
vrell-built young fellows, masquerading, and cutting 
couranta's here at home — instead of making the French 
cut capers to the tune of your cannon — or sweating 
the Spaniards with an English Fandango?— -l foresee 
the end of all this. 

Mask. Why, thou little testy Israelite ! back to 
Duke's Place ; and preach your tribe into a subscrip- 
tion for the good of the land on whose milk and honey 
ye fatten. — Where are your Joshuas and your Gideons, 
aye ? What ! all dwindled into stockbrokers, pedlars, 
, and rag-men ? 

Hardy. No, not all. Some of us turn christians, 
and by degrees grow into all the privileges of English- 
men ! In the second generation we are patriots, rebels, 
courtiers, and husbands. 

[Puts his Fingers to his Forehead, 

Two other Masks advance. 

3 Mask. What, my little Isaac ! How the devil 

came you here ? Where's your old Margaret ? 

Hardy. Oh, I have got rid of her. 

3 Mask. How ? 

Hardy. Why, I persuaded a young Irishman that 

she was a blooming plump beauty of eighteen; so ihey 

. made an elopement, ha ! ha ! ha ! and she is now the 

. toast of Tipperary. Ha! there's Cousin Rackett and 

her party; they shan't know me. [FtUs on his Mask. 

Enter Mrs. Rackett, Lady Frances, Sir George, 

and Flutter. 

Mrs. R. Look at this dumpling jew; he must be a 
Levite, by his figure. You have surely practised the 

F 3 
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flesh-hook a long time, friend, to have raised that 
goodly presence. 

Hardy. About as long, my brisk widow, as you 
have been angling for a second husband ; but my hook 
has been better baited than yours. — ^You have only 
caught gudgeons, I see. [Vomting to Flutter. 

Flut. Oh ! this is one of the geniuses they hire to 
entertain the company with their accidental sallies- 
Let me look at your common-place book, friend. — I 
want a few good things. 

Hardy. I'd oblige you, with all my heart; but you'll 
spoil them in repealing — or, if you should not, they'll 
gain you no reputation — for nobody will believe they 
are your own. 

Sir G. He knows you. Flutter; — the little gentle- 
man fancies himself a wit, I see. 

Hardy. There's no depending on what you see — the 
eyes of the jealous are not to be trusted — Look to your 
lady. 

Flat. He knows you, Sir George. 
«Sir G. What ! am I the town talk ? [Aside. 

Hardy. I can neither see Doricourt nor Letty. — I 
must find them out. [Exit Hardy. 

Mrs. R. Well, Lady Frances, is not all this charm- 
ing ? Could you have conceived such a brilliant as- 
semblage of objects? 

Lady F. Delightful ! The days of enchantment are 
restored ; the columns glow with sapphires and rubies. 
Emperors and fairies, beauties and dwarfs, meet me at 
every step ! 

Sir G. How lively are first impressions on sensible 
minds ! In four hours, vapidity and languor will take 
place of that exqpisite sense of joy which flutters your 
little heart. 

Mrs. R. What an inhuman creature ! Fate has not 

allowed us these sensations above ten times in our lives; 

and would you have us shorten them by anticipation ? 

Flui. O lord ! your wise men are the greatest fools 
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Upon earth ; — they reason ahout their enjoyments, and 
analyse their pleasures, whilst the essence escapes. 
Look, Lady Frances ; D'ye see that figure strutting in 
the dress of an emperor? His father retails oranges in 
Botolph Lane. That gipsey is a maid of honour, and 
that rag-man a physician. 

Lady F, Why, you know every body ! 

Flat. Oh, every creature. — A mask is nothing at 
all to me. — I can give you the history of half the peo- 
ple here. In the next apartment there's a whole fa- 
mily, who, to my knowleidge, have lived on water- 
cresses this month, to make a figure here to-night; — ' 
bur, to make up for that, they'll cram their pockets 
with cold ducks and chickens, for a carnival to-mor- 
row. 

Lady F. Oh, I should like to see this provident 
family. 

Fiut. Honour me with your arm. 

[Exeunt Flutter and Lady Frances* 

Mrs, jR. Come, Sir George, you shall be my beau. 
— We'll make the tour of the rooms, and meet them. 
Oh ! your pardon, you must follow Lady Frances ; 
or the wit and fine parts of Mr. Flutter may drive you 
out of her head. Ha ! ha ! ha! 

[Exit Mrs. Rackett. 

Sir G, I was going to follow her, and now I dare 
not. How can 1 be such a fool, as to be governed by 
the fear of that ridicule which I despise? 

[Exit Sir George. 

Enter Dor i court, meeting a Mask. 

Doric, Ha! my lord; — I thought you had been 
engaii^ed at Westminster on this important night. 

Mask. So I am — I slipped out as soon as Lord Trope 
got upon his legs; I can badiner here an hour or two, 

and be back again before he is down. ^There's a 

fine figure! Til address her. 
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Entet Letitia. 

Charity, fair lady ! Charity for a poor pilgrim. 

Letit, Charity ! If you mean my prayers, Heaven 
grant thee tiit, pilgrim. 

Mask. That blessing woul4 do from a devotee : from 
yctu I ask other charities ; — such charities as beauty 
should bestow -soft looks — ^sweet words — and kind 
wishes. 

Letit. Alas ! t am bankrupt of these, and forced 

to turn beggar myself. ^There he is ! — how shall I 

catch his attention ? 

Mask, Will you grant me no favour? 

Letit. Yes, one — I'll make you my partner — not 
for life, but through the soft mazes of a minuet. — Dare 
you dance f 

Doric. Some spirit in that. 

Mask. That, lady, is against my vow ; but there is 
a man of the world. 

Doric. Do you know her, my lord ? 

Mask. No. Such a woman as that would formerly 
have been known in any disguise; but beauty is now 
common — ^Venus seems to have given her cestus to 
the whole sex. 

J Minuet. 

Dsric. [During the Minuet.] She dances divinely ! 
[When ended.] Somebody must know her ? Let us in- 
quire who she is. [Exit. 

Enter Saville andKxTTY Willis, habited like Lady 

Frances. 

Sav. I have seen Courtall in Sir George's habit, 
though he endeavoured to keep himself concealed. 
Go, and seat yourself in the tea* room, and on no ac- 
count discover your face : — remember too, Kitty, that 
(he woman you are to personate is a woman of virtue. 

Kitty. I am afraid I shall find that a difficult cha- 
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racter ; indeed I believe it is seldom kept up through 
a whole masquerade. 

S(ro, Of that you clan be no judge. Follow my 

directions, and you shall be rewarded. [ExU Kitty. 

Enter Doricourt. 

Doric, Ha ! Saville ! Did you see a lady dance 
just now ? 

Sav. No. 

Dork, Very odd. Nobody knows her. 

Sav. Where is Miss Hardy ? 

Doric, Cutting watch papers, and making conun- 
drums, 1 suppose. 

Sav, What do you mean ? 
. Doric* 'Faith, 1 hardly know. She's not here, how- 
ever, Mrs. Racket tells me. — I asked no further. 

Sav» Your indifference seems increased. 

Doric, 'Tis advanced thirty-two degrees towards ha- 
tred. 

Saxf. You are jesting ? 

Doric. Then it must be with a very ill grace, my 
dear Saville : for I never felt so seriously : do you 
know, the creature's almost an ideot ? 

Sav, What! 

Doric, An ideot. W^hat the devil shall I do with 
licr ? Egad ! I think I'll feign myself mad — and then 
Hardy will propose to cancel the engagements. 

Scev, An excellent expedient ! I must leave you ; 
you are mysterious, and 1 can't stay to unravel you.— 
i came here to watch over innocence and beauty. 

Doric, The guardian of innocence and beauty at 
three-and-twenty ! Is there not a cloven fool under 
that black gown, Saville ? 

Sav, No, 'faith. Courtall is here on a most detest- 
able design. I found means to get a knowledge of 
the lady's dress, and have brought a girl topersonatt 
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her, v^hose reputation cannot be hurt. — ^You shall 
know the result to-morrow. Adieu. [Exit Sayille. 
Dork. [Musing.] Yes, I think that will do. ill 
feign myself mad, fee the doctor, to pronounce pe 
incurable, and when the parchments are destroyed — 

[As he stands in a musing Posture^ 

Enter Letitia. 

Letit. You have chosen an odd situation for study. 
Fashion and taste preside in this spot : — They throw 
their spells around you: — ten thousand delights 
spring up at their command ; — and you, a stoic — a 
being without senses, ^re wrapt in rddection. 

Doric. And you, the most charming being in the 
world, awaken me to admirati(»i. Did you come from 
the stars? 

Letit. Yes, and I shall reascend in a moment. 

Doric. Pray show me your face before you go. 

Letit. Beware of imprudent curiosity ; it lost Para- 
dise* 

Doric. Eve's curiosity was raised by the devil ; — 
'tis an angel tempts mine. — So your allusion is not in 
point. 

Letit. But why would you see my face? 

Doric, To fail in love with it. 

Letit. And what then ? 

Doric. Why, then— Ay, curse it ! there's the rub ! 

[Aside, 

Letit. Your mistress will be angry ; — but, perhaps 
you have no mistress ? 

Doric, Yes, yes, and a sweet one it is ! 

Letit, What ! is she old ? 

Doric. Noi 

Letit. Ugly ? 

Doric. No. 

Letit. What then ! 

Doric, Pho ! don't talk about h er ; but show me 
your face. • 
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Letit. My vanity forbids it ;• — ^'twould frighten you. 

Doric. Impossible! Your shape is graceful, your 
air bewitching, your bosom transparent, and your 
chin would tempt me to kiss it, if 1 did not see a 
pouting red lip above it, that demands-r- 

Letit. You grow too free. 

Doric. Show me your face, then — only half a 
glance. 

Le^iY. Not for worlds ! 

Doric. What ! you will have a little gentle force ? 

[Attempts to seize her Mask. 

Letit. I am gone for ever ! [Exit. 

Doric. Tis felse ; — I'll follow to the end. [Exit. 

Flutter, Ladt Frances, and Saville advance. 

Lady F. How can you be thus interested for a 
stranger ? 

Sav. Goodness will have interest ; its home is hea- 
ven : on earth 'tis but a wanderer. Imprudent lady ! 
why have you left the side of yourprotector ? Where 
is your husband ? 

hut. Why, what's that to him ? 

Lady F. Surely it can't be merely his habit ; - 
there's something in him that awes me. 

Flut. Pho ! 'tis only his grey beard. I know him ; 
he Iceeps a lottery office on Cornhill, 

Sav. My province, as an enchanter, lays open every 
secret to me, lady ! there are dangers abroad — Be- 
ware ! [Exit. 

Lady F, Tis very odd ; . his manner has made me 
tremble. Let us seek Sir George. 

Flut. He is coming towards us. 

CouRTALL comes forward, habited like Sir George. 

Court. There she is ! If I can but disengage her 
from that fool, Flutter— crown me, ye scheniers, with 
immortal wreaths ! 
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Lady J*. O, my dear Sir George ! I rejoice to meet 
you — an old conjurer has been frightening me with 
his prophecies. — Where's Mrs. Rackett ? 

Court, In the dancing room. — 1 promised to send 
you to her, Mr. Flutter. 

Flut. Ah; she wants roe to dance. With all my 
heart. [Exit. 

Lady F, Why do you keep on your mask ? — *Ui 
too warm. 

Court Tis very warm — I want air — let us go. 

Lady F. You seem quite agitated .-^Shan't we bid 
eur company adieu f 

Court, No, no ; — there's no time for forms. I'll just 
give directions to the carriage, and be with you in a 
moment. [Going steps back.] Put on your mask ; I 
have a particular reason for it. [Exit. 

Saville advances with Kitty. 

Sav, Now, Kitty, you know your lesson. Lady 
Frances [Takes off his Ma^A:.] let mclead yuu to your 
husband. 

Lady F, Heavens ! Is Mr. Saville the conjurer ? 
Sir George is just stept to the door, to give directions 
— We are going home immediately. 

Sav, No, madam, you are deceived: Sir George is 
this way. 

l^dy F, This is astonishing ! 

Sav, Be not alarmed : you have escaped a snare,, 
and shall be in safety in a moment. 

[Exeunt Savillea/m/Lady Frances. 

Enter Courtall, and seizes Kitty's Hand, 

Court, Now. 

Kitty. Tis pity to go so soon. 
Court, Perhaps I.'may bring you back, my angel — 
but go now you must. 

[Exeunt Courtall and Kitty. — Music, 
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DoRiGoy RT and Lbtitia come forwards. 

Doric. By Heavens ! 1 never was charmed till now. 
— English beauty — French vivacity — wit — elegance. 
Your name, my angel ! tell me your name, though 
•you persist in concealing your face. 

Letit. My name has a spell in it. 
' Doric, I thought so ; it must be charming. 
• Letit. But, if revealed, the charm is broke, 

Doric. I'll answer for its force. 

Letit. Suppose it Harriet, or Charlotte, or Maria 
— or — 

Doric. Hang Harriet, and Charlotte, and Maria— 
the name your father gave ye ! 

Xe^iV. That can't be worth knowing, 'tis so transient 
a thing. 

Doric, How transient ? 

Letit, Heav'n forbid my name should be lasting till 
I am married. 

Doric. Married! the chains of matrimony are too 
heavy and vulgar for such a spirit as yours. The 
flowery wreaths of Cupid are the only bands you 
should wear. 

Letit. They are the lightest, I believe : but 'tis pos- 
sible to wear those of marriage gracefully. — Throw 
them loosely round, and twist them in a true-lover's 
knot for the bosom. 

Doric. An angel ! But what will you be when a 
wife. 

Letit. A woman. — If my husband should prove a 
churl, a fool, or a tyrant, I'd break his heart, ruin his 
fortune, elope with the first pretty fellow that asked 
me — and return the contempt of the world with scorn, 
whilst my feelings preyed upon my life. 

Doric. Amazing ! — [Aside.] What if you loved him, 
and he were worthy of your love ? 

Let it ^ Why, then I'd be any thing — and all ! — 
grave, gay, capricious — the soul of whim, the spirit* 

o 
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of variety — ^live with him in the eye of- fashion, or in 
the shade of retirement — change my country, my sex 
—-feast with him in an Esquimaux hut, or a Persian 
pavilion — join him in the victorious war-dance on 
the borders of Lake Ontario, or sleep to the soft 
breathings of the flute in the cinnamon groves off 
Ceylon — dig with him in the mines of Golconda, or 
enter the dangerous precincts of the Mogul's seraglio 

cheat him of his wishes, and overturn his empire, 

to restore the husband of my heart to the blessingis of 
liberty and love. 

Doric, Delightful wildness ! oh to catch thee, and 
hold thee for ever in this little cage ! 

[Attempting to clasp her. 

Letit, Hold sir. Though Cupid must give the bait 
that tempts me to the snare, *tis Hymen must spread 
the net to catch mer 

Doric. Tis in vain to assume airs of coldness — 
Fate has ordained you mine. 

Letit. How do you know ? 

Doric. I feel it here. I neve r met with a woman 
so perfectly to my taste ; and I won't believe it formed 
you so, on purpose to tantalize me. 

Letit. This moment is worth a whole existence ! 

' [Mide. 

Doric, Come, show me your face, and rivet my 
chains. 

Letit. To-morrow you shall be satisfied. 

Doric. To-morrow I and not to night ? 

Letit. No. 

Doric. Where then shall I wait on you to-morrow ? 
— Where see you ? 

Letit. You shall see me in an hour when you least 
expect me. 

Doric. Why all this mystery ? 

Letit. I like to be mysterious. At present be 
content to know that 1 am a woman of family and 
fortune. 
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Doric. Let me see you to your carriage. 
Letit. As you value knowing me, stir not a step*. 
If I am followed, you never see me more. Adieu. 

[Exit. 

Enter Hardy. 

Hardy* Adieu ! then Vm come in at the fag end ! 

[Aside, 

Doric. Barbarous creature ! She's gone ! What, and 
J9 this really serious? — ^Am I in love? — Pho ! it can't 
be. 

Enter Flutter. 

p Flutter, do you know that charming creature ? 

Flut. What charming creature ? I passed a thou- 
sand. 

Doric. She went out at that door, as you entered. 

Flut. Oh, yes ; — I know her very well. 

Doric. Do you my dear fellow, who ? 

Flut. S"he*s kept by Lord George Jennett. 

Hardy. Impudent scoundrel ! [Aside.] 1 foresee I 
shall cut his throat. 

Doric. Kept ! 

Flut. Yes ; Colonel Gorget had her first ; — then 
Mr. Loveill ; — then — I forget exactly how many ; 
and at last she's Lord George's. 

[Talks to other Masks. 

Doric. I'll murder Gorget, poison Lord George, 
and shoot myself. ^ 

Hardy. Now's the time, I see, to clear up the whole. 
JMr. Doricourt ! — I say — Flutter was mistaken ; I 
know who you are in love with. 

Doric. A strange rencontre .' Who ? 
, Hardy, My Letty. 

Doric. Oh ! I understand your rebuke ; — 'tis too 
soon, sir, to assume the father-in-law. 

Hardy. Zounds ! what do you mean by that ? I 
tell you that the lady you admire, is Letitia Hardy. 

G 2 
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Doric. I am glad you are so well satisfied with'tl 
state of my heart — I wish I was ! [Ex 

Hardy. Stop, a moment. — Stop, I say ! What, y( 
won't? Very well — if I don't play you a trick for thj 
may I never be a grandfather ! Til plot with Let 
now, and not against her; aye, hang me if I don't 
There's something in my head, that shall tingle in \ 
heart. He shall have a lecture upon impatienc 
that I foresee he'll be the better for as long as 1 
lives. \Ex 

Saville comes/orwardfWithFLV'm.B, and 
Gentlemen. 

. SffO, Flutter, come with us ; we're going to rai 
a laugh at Courtall's. 

Flut. With all my heart. " Live to live," was n 
father's motto : '^ Live to laugh," is mine. [Exeui 
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Courtall's. 

Enter Kitty and Court all. 

Kitty. Where have you brought me, Sir George 
This is not our home ! 

Court. Tis my home, beautiful I^dy France 
[Kneels^ and takes off his Mask.] Oh, forgive the i 
dency of my passion, which has compelled me to < 
ceive you ! 

Kitty. Mr. Courtall ! what will become of me 

Court. Oh, say but that you pardon the wretch v 
adores you. Did you but know the agonizing tortu 
of my heart, since I had the felicity of convers 
wi th you this morning — or the despair that nov 

[Km 
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Kitty, Oh, I'm undone ! 

Court. Zounds ! my dear Lady Frances ! I* am not 
^t home ! Rascal ! do you hear ? — Let nobody in ; 
I am not at home ! 

Serv, [Without I] Sir, I told the gentlemen so. 

Court, Eternal curses ! they are coming up. Step 
into this room, adorable creature ! one moment ; Til 
thrQw them out of the window, if they stay three. 

[Exit Kitty, through the back Scene, 

Enter Saville, Flutter, and Gentlemen. 

Flut, O Gemini ! beg the petticoat's pardon. — 
Just saw a corner of it. 

1 Gent, No wonder admittance was so difficult. 
1 thought you took us for bailiffs. 

Court, Upon my soul, I am devilish glad to see you 
ii— but you perceive how I am circumstanced. Excuse 
me at this moment. 
■ 2 Gent, Tell us who 'tis, then. 
- Court, Oh, fie ! 

Flut, We won't blab. 

Court. I can't, upon honour. — ^Thus far — She's a 
woman of the first character and rank. Saville, [Takes 
him aside!] have I influence, or have I not ? 

Sav, Why, sure, you do not insinuate — 

Court, No, not insinuate, but swear, that she's now 
in my bedchamber ; by gad, I don't deceive you. — 
There's generalship, you rogue ! such an humble, 
distant, sighing fellow as thou art, at the end of a 
six months siege, would have boasted of a kiss from 
her glove. I only give the signal, and — pop ! — she's 
in my arms ! 

Sav, What, Lady Fran 

Court, Hush ! You shall see her name to-morrow 
inorning.in red letters at the end of my list. Gentle- 
men, you must excuse me now. Come and drink 
chocolate at twelve, but — 

o 3 
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Sceo. Ay, let us go, out of respect to the lady : — 
\\s a person of rank. 

Flut. Is it ? — ^Then I'll have a peep at her. [Runs 
to the Door in the back Scene,] 

Court. This is too much. [Trying to prevent him. 

1 Gent. By Jupiter, we'll all have a peep. 

Courts Gentlemen, consider — for Heaven's sake — 
a lady of quality. What will be the consequences ? 

Flut. The consequences ! — Why,you'll have your 
throat cut, that's all — but I'll write your elegy. So 
now for the door ! [Part open the Door, whilst the rest 
hold CouRTALL.] — Beg your ladyship's pardon, who- 
ever you are : [Leads her out J] Emerge from darkness^ 
like the glorious sun, and bless the wond'ring circle 
with your charms. [Takes of her Mask, 

Sao. Kitty Willis ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Omnes. Kitty Willis ! ha ! ha ! ha ! Kitty Willis \ 

1 Gent. Why, what a fellow you are, Courtall, to 
attempt imposing on your friends in this manner! 
A lady of quality ! — an earl's daughter ! — Your lady- 
ship's most obedient — Ha ! ha ! ha I 

Sav, Gourtall, have you influence, or have you 
not ? 

Flut. The man's moon-struck. 

Court. Hell and ten thousand furies seize you all 
together. 

Kitty. What, me too, Mr. Courtall? me,- whom 
you have knelt to, prayed to, and adored ? 

Flut. That's right, Kitty; give him a little more. 

Court. Disappointed and laughed at ! 

Sav. Laughed at, and despised. I have fulfilled my 
design, which was to expose your villany, and laugh 
at your presumption. Adieu, sir; remember how 
you again boast of your influence with women of 
rank ; and when you next want amusement, dare not 
to look up to the virtuous and to the noble for a com- 
panion. [Exity leading Kittt, 

Flut, And, Coui'tall, before you carry a lady into 
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your bedchamber again, look under her mask, d ye 

*iear? [Exit. 

Court. There's no bearing this ! I'll set off for Paris 

directly. [Exit. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



S6ENE I. 



Hardy's. 



Enter Hardy and Villers. 

Vill, Whimsical enough ! Dying for her, and hates 
her ! Believes her a fool, and a woman of brilliant un- 
derstanding ! 

Hardy, As true asyou are alive ; — but when I went 
up to him last night, at the Pantheon, out of down- 
right goodnature, to explain things — my gentleman 
whips round upon his heel, and snapt me as short as if 
I had been a beggar woman with six children, and he 
overseer of the parish. 

VilL Here comes the wonder worker. 

Enter Letitia. 

Here comes the enchantress, who can go to masque* 
rades, and sing and dance, and talk a man out of his 
wits ! — But pfay> ^&ve we morning masquerades ? 



6s THX Belize's itrataoem^ [act v« 

- Letit, Oh, DO— but I am so enamoured of this all- 
conquering habit, that I could not resist putting it 
on, the. moment I had breakfasted. I shall wear it 
on the day I am married, and then lay it by in spices^ 
— like the miraculous robes of St. Bridget. 

VilL That's as most brides do. The charms, that 
helped to catch the husband, are generally laid by, 
one after another, till the lady grows a downright 
wife, and then runs crying to her mother, because 
she has transformed her lover into a downright hus- 
band.. 

Hardy, Listen to me. — I han't slept to-night, for 
thinking of plots to plague Doricourt ; — and they 
drove one another out of my head so quick, that I 
was as giddy as a goose, and could make nothing of 
them — I wish to goodness you could contrive some- 
thing. 

ViU, Contrive to plague him ! Nothing so easy. 
Don't undeceive him, madam, till he is your hus- 
band. Marry him while he possesses the sentiments 
you laboured to give him of Miss Hardy — and when 
you are his wife — 

Letit. Oh, Heavens ! I see the whole — that's the 
very thing. My dear Mr. Villers, you are the di- 
vinest man ! 

VilL Don't make love to mo, hussey. 

Enter Mrs. Rackett. 

Mrs, R, No, pray don't — for I design to have Vil- 
lers myself, in about six years. — There's an oddity in 
him that pleases me. — He holds women in contempt ; 
and I should like to have an opportunity of breaking 
his heart for that. 

ViU, And when I am heartily tired of life, I know 
no woman whom I would with more pleasure make 
my executioner. 

■ Hardy, It cannot be — I foresee it will be impos- 
sible to bring it about. You know the wedding wasn't 
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to take place this week, or more— and Letty will never 
be able to play the fool so long. 

ViU, The knot shall be tied to-night. — I have it all 
here, [Painting to his Forehead.] tbe license is ready. 
— Feign yourself ill ; send for Don court, and tell him 
you can't go out of the world in peace, except you 
see the ceremony performed. 

Hardy. I feign myself ill ! I could as soon feign my^ 

self a Roman ambassador. 1 was never ill in my 

life, but with the tooth ache — when Letty's mother 
iva£ a breeding, I had all the qualms. 

ViJtL Oh, I have no fears for you. — But what says 
Miss Hardy ? Are you willing to make the irrevocable 
▼ow before night? 

Letit. Oh, Heavens ! — I — I — ^Tis so exceeding 
sudden, that really — = — 

Mrs, R» That really she is frightened out of her 
wits — lest it should be impossible to bring matters 
about. But I have taken the scheme into my pro* 
tection, and you shall be Mrs. Doricourl betpre 
night. Come, [To Ma. Hardy.] to bed directly: 
your room shall be crammed with phials, and all th^ 
apparatus of death ; — then, heigh presto ! for Dori- 
court. 

VilL You go and put off your conquering dress, 
[To Lettt.] and get all your auk ward airs ready — 
And you practise a few groans, [To Hardy.] — And 
you — if possible — an air of gravity, [To Mrs. Rac- 
ket.] I'll answer for the plot. 

Letit. Married in jest ! 'Tis an odd idea ! Well, 1*11 

venture it. [Exeunt Letitia and Mrs. RacketT. 

VilL Ay, I'll be sworn ! [Looks at his Watch.] Tis 

past three. The budget's to be opened this morning. 

rU just step down to the house. — Will you go ? 

Hardy. What ! with a mortal sickness ? 

VUL What a blockhead ! I believe if hajf of us 

were to stay away with mortal sicknesses, it would be 
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for the health of the nation. Good morning. — 111 
call and feel your pulse as I come back. [Exit. 

Hardy. You won't find them over brisk, I fancy. 
I foresee some ill happening from this making believe 
to die before one's time. But, hang it — ^a hem ! — I 
am a stout man yet ; only fifty-six — What's that ? In 
the last yearly bills, there were three lived to above 
<m hundred. Fifty-six ! — Fiddle-de-dee ! I am not 
afraid, not L [Exit, 



SClKKB II. 

Doricourt's. 
DoRicouRT in his Robe de Chambre, 

Enter Saville. 

Sceo. Undressed so late ? 

Doric, I did'nt go to bed till late — ^'twas late be- 
fore I slept — late when I rose. Do you know Lord: 
George Jennett? 

Sav. Yes. 

Doric. Has he a mistress ? 

Sav. Yes. 

Doric. ^What sort of a creature is she ? 

Sav. Why, she spends him three thousand a year, 
with the ease of a duchess, and entertains his friends, 
with the grace of a Ninon. Ergo, she is handsome, 
spirited, and clever. [Doricourt walks about dis- 
ordered.] In the name of caprice, what ails you? 

Doric. You have hit it — EUe est mon coprtce.-r-The 
mistress of Lord George Jennett is my caprice — Oh, 
insufferable ! 

Sav, What, you saw her at the masquerade ? 

Doric. Saw her, loved her, died for her — without 
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knowing her — And now, the curse is, I can't hate 
her. 

Sav, Ridiculous enough ! All this distress about a 
kept woman, whom any man may have, I dare swear, 
in a fortnight — They've been jarring some time. 

Doric, Have her ! The sentiment I have conceived 
for the witch is so unaccountable, that, in that line, 
I cannot bear her idea. Was she a woman of ho« 
iiour, for a wife, I could adore her — but, I really be- 
lieve, if she should send me an assignation, [ should 
hate her. 

Sav, Hey day ! This sounds like love. What be- 
comes of poor Miss Hardy f 

Doric, Her name has given me an ague ! Dear Sa- 
ville, how shall I contrive to make old Hardy cancel 
the engagements ! The moiety of the estate, which he 
will forfeit, shall be his the next moment, by deed of 

gift. 

Sav. Let me see — Can't you get it insinuated that 
you are a devilish wild fellow ; that you are an infi- 
del, and attached to wenching, gaming, and so forth ? 

Doric, Ay, such a character might have done some 
good two centuries back. But who the devil can it 
frighten now? — I believe it must be the mad scheme 
at last. — There, will that do for a grin ? 

Sav. Ridiculous ! — But, how are you certain that 
the woman who has so bewildered you belongs to 
Lord George ? 

Doric, Flutter told me so. 

Scev, Then fifty to one against the intelligence. 

Doric, It must be so. There was a mystery in her 
manner, for which nothing else can account. [A vio- 
lent Rap,] Who can this be ? [Saville looks out, 

Sav, The proverb is your answer — ^'tis Flutter him- 
self. Tip him a scene of the madman, and see how 
it takes. 

Doric, I will — a good way to send it about town. 
Shall it be of the mdancholy kind, or the raving ? 
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Sav, Rant ! — rant ! — Here he comes. 
Doric. Talk not to me, who can pull comets by 
the beard, and overset an island ! 

Enter Flutter. 

There ! This is he ! — this is he, who hath sent ray 
poor soul, without coat or breeches, to be tossed about 
in ether, like a duck-feather! Villain, give me my 
30ul again ! 

Flut, Upon my soul, I hav'n't got it. 
, [Exceedingly frightened, 

Sav, Oh, Mr. Flutter, what a melancholy sight ! — 
I little thought to have seen my poor friend reduced 
to this. 

Flut, Mercy defend me ! What, is he mad ? 

Sav, You see how it is. A cursed Italian lady — 
Jealousy — gave him a drug; and every full of the 
moon — 

Doric. Moon! Who dares talk of the moon? The 
patroness of genius — the rectifier of wits — the — Oh ! 
here she is ! — I feel her — she tugs at my brain — she 
has it — she has it — Oh ! [Exit. 

Flut, Well, this is dreadful ! exceeding dreadful, I 
protest. Have you had Monro ? 

Sav, Not yet. The worthy Miss Hardy — what a 
misfortune ! 

Flut. Ay, very true. — Do they know it? 

Sav, Oh, no ; the paroxysm seized him but this 
morning. 

Flut. Adieu ; I can't stay. [Going in great Haste, 

Sav. But you must [Holding him.] stay, and assist 
me : — ^perhaps he'll return again in a moment ; and, 
when he is in this way, his strength is prodigious. 

Flut. Can't, indeed — can't, upon my soul. [Going. 

Sav, Flutter — don't make a mistake, now ; — re- 
member, 'tis Doricourt that's mad. 
3 
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Flut. Yes — ^you mad. 
Sax>. No, no ; Doricourt. 

Flut. Egad, ril say you are both mad, and then I 
can't mistake. [Exeunt severally. 



scene iii. 

Sir George Touchwood's. 

Enter Sir George and Lady Frances. 

Sir G. The bird is escaped — Courtall is gone to 
France. 

Lady F. Heaven and earth ! Have you been to seek 
him? 

Sir G, Seek him! Ay. 

Lady F, How did you get his name ? I should 
never have told it you. 

Sir G, I learnt it in the first coffeehouse I entered. 
— Every body is full of the story. 

Lady F. Thank Heaven, he's gone ! — But I have a 
story for you — The Hardy family are forming a plot 
upon your friend Doricourt, and we are expected in 
the evening to assist. 

Sir G. With all my heart, my angel ; but I can't 
stay to hear it unfolded. They told me Mr. Saville 
would beat home in half an hour, and I am impatient 
to see him. The adventure of last night 

Lady F. ^Think of it only with gratitude. The 
danger I was in has overset a new system of conduct, 
that, perhaps, I was too much inclined to adopt. But, 
henceforward, my dear Sir George, you shall be my 
constant companion and protector. And, when they 
ridicule the unfashionable monsters, the felicity of our 
hearts will make their satire pointless. 
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Sir G. Charming angel ! You almost reconcile me 
to Courtall. Hark! Here's company. [Stepping to i 
the Door,] 'Tis your lively widow — I'll step down the 
l^ack stairs to escape her. [Exif. 

Enter Mrs Rackett. 

Mrs. R. Oh, Lady Frances ! I am shocked to 
death. — Have you received a card from us? 

Ladif F. Yes; within these twenty minutes. 

Mrs, R, Ay, 'tis of no consequence. — 'Tis all over 
— Doricourt's mad. 

L(idt/ F, Mad I 

Airs, R, My poor Letitia ! — Just as we were en- 
joyino; ourselves with the prospect of a scheme that 
was planned for their mutual happiness, in came Flut- 
ter, breathless, with the intelligence : — I flew here to 
know if you had heard it. 

Ijodi; F. No, indeed — and I hope it is one of Mr. 
Flutter's dreams. 

Enter Saville. 

Apropos; now we shall be informed. Mr. Saville, I 
rejoice to see you, though Sir George will be disap- 
pointed : he's gone to your lodgings. 

Sav. I should havQ been happy to have prevented 
Sir George. I hope your ladyship's adventure last 
night did not disturb your dreams ? 

Lady F, Not at all ; for I never slept a moment. 
My escape, and the importance of my obligations to 
you, employed my thoughts. But we have just had 
shocking intelligence — Is it true that Doricourt is 
mad? 

Sav, So; the business is done. [Aside,] — Madam^ 
I am sorry to say, that I have just been a melancholy 
witness of his ravings; he was in the height of a pa- 
roxysm. 

Mrs, R. Oh, there can be no doubt of it ! Flutter 
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told us the whole history. Some Italian princess 
gave him a drug, in a box of sweetmeats, sent to him 
by her own page ; and it renders him lunatic every 
month. Poor Miss Hardy! I never felt so much on' 
any occasion in my life. 

Sav, To soften your concern, I will inform you, 
madam, that Miss Hardy is less to be pitied than you 
imagine. 

Mrs, H. Why so, sir ? 

Sav, 'Tis rather a delicate subject — but he did not 
love Miss Hardy. 

Mrs. R. He did love IVIiss Hardy, sir, and would 
have been the happiest of men. 

Sav. Pardon me, madam ; his heart was not only 
free from that lady's chains, but absolutely capti- 
vated by another. 

Mrs. JR. No, sir- — no. It was Miss Hardy who 
captivated him. She met him last night at the mas- 
querade, and charmed him in disguise. He professed 
the most violent passion for her; and a plan was laid 
this evening to cheat him into happiness. 

Sav. Ha! ha! ha! — Upon my soul, I must beg 
your pardon ! [ have not eaten of the Italian princess's 
box of sweetmeats, sent by her own page; and yet I 
am as mad as Doricourt, ha! ha! ha! 

Mrs.R. So it appears. What can*all this mean ? 

Sav. Why, madam, he is at present in his perfect 
senses; but he'll lose them in ten minutes, through 
joy. The madness was only a feint, to avoid marry- 
ing Miss Hardy, ha! ha! ha! — I'll carry him the in- 
telligence directly. [Going. 

Mrs. R. Not for worlds. I owe him revenge, now, 
for what he has made us suffer. You must promise 
not to divulge a syllable I have told you ; and when 
Doricourt is summoned to Mr. Hardy's, prevail on 
him to come — madness and all. 

Ladj/ F. Pray do. f should like to see him show- 
iii^ off, now I am in the secret. 

h2 
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Sav, You must be obeyed, though 'tis inhuman to 
conceal his happiness. 

Mrs, R, I am going home ; so I'll set you down at 
his lodgings, and acquaint you, by the way, with our 
whole scheme, Allom! 

Sav, I attend you. [Leading her out, 

Mrs, R. You won't fail us ? 

[Exeunt Saville and Mrs. Rackett, 

Ladi/ F. No ; depend on us. [Exit» 



SCENE IV. 

Doricourt's. 

D o R I c u RT seatedy reading, , , . 

Doric, [Flings away the Book,'\ What effect can the 
morals of fo u^^co^e have on a mind torn with passion? 
[Musing.^ Is it possible such a soul as hers can sup- 
port itself in so humiliating a situation? A kfr:pt wo- 
man ! [Rising,'] Well, well — I am glad it is so — 1 am 
glad it is so ! 

Enter Saville. 

Sav, What a happy dog you are, Doricourt ! I 
might have been mad, or beggared, or pistoled, my- 
self, without its being mentioned — But you, forsooth ! 
the whole female world is concerned for. 1 reported 
the slate of your brain to five different women. The 
lip of the first trembled; the white bosom of the se- 
cond heaved a sigh ; the third ejaculated, and turned 
her eye — to the glass ; the fourth blessed herself: and 
the fifth said, whilst she pinned a curl, " Well, noWj 
perhaps, he'll be an amusing conipanion : his native 
dulness was intolerable." 

Doric. Envy ! sheer envy, by the smiles of Hebe ! 
— There are not less than forty pair of the brightest 
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eyes in town will drop crystals, when they hear of my 
misfortune. 

6'ar. Well, but I have news for you : — Poor Hardy 
is confined to his bed ; they say he is going out of the 
world by the first post, and he wants to give you his 
blessing. 

Doric, III ! so ill ! I am sorry from my soul. He's 
a worthy little fellow — if he had not the gift of fore- 
beeing so strongly. 

Sav. Well ; you must go and take leave. 

Doric, What ! to act the lunatic in the dying man's 
chamber ? 

Sav, Exactly the thing ; and will bring your busi- 
ness to a short issue : for his last commands must be, 
that you are not to marry his daughter. 

Doric. That's true, by Jupiter ! — and yet, hang it, 
impose upon a poor fellow at so serious a moment! — 
I can't do it. 

Sac. You must, 'faith. I am answerable for your 
appearance, though it should be in a strait waistcoat. 
He knows your situation, and seems the more desirous 
of an interview. 

Doric, I don't like encountering Rackett. — She's 
an arch little devil, and will discover the cheat. 

Sav, There's a fellow! — Cheated ninety-nine wo- 
men, and now afraid of the hundredth, 

Doric, And with reason — for that hundredth is a 
widow. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 

Hardy's. 

Enter Mrs. Rackett and Miss Ogle. 

Miss 0, And so Miss Hardy is actually to be maiw 
ried to-night? 

Mrs, R. If her fate does not deceive her. You are 
apprised of the scheme, and we hope it will succeed* 

H 3 
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Miss 0. Deuce take her ! she's six years younger 
than I am, [Aside,} — Is Mr. Doricourt handsome? 

Mrs, R. Handsome, generous, young, and rich. — • 
There's a husband for ye ! Isn't he worth pulling caps 
for? 

Miss 0, r my conscience, the widow speaks as 
though she'd give cap, ears, and all for him. [Aside,] 
I wonder you didn't try to catch this wonderful man, 
Mrs. Rackett ? 

Mrs, R. Really, Miss Ogle, I had not time. Be- 
sides, when I marry, so many stout young fellows will 
hang themselves, that, out of regard to society, in 
these sad times, I shal Ipostpone it for a few years. — 
This will cost her a new lace — I heard it crack. [Aside,, 

Enter Sir George and Lady Frances. 

Sir G. Well, here we are. But where's the knight 
of the woeful countenance ? 

Mrs, R, Here soon, 1 hope — for a woeful night it 
will be without him. 

Sir G, Oh, He ! do you condescend to pun ? 

Mrs, R, Why not ? It requires genius to make a 
good pun — some men of bright parts can't reach it. 
I know a lawyer, who writes them on the back of his 
briefs ; and says they are of great use — in a dry cause. 

Enter Flutter. 

Flat, Here they come ! Here they come ! — Their 
coach stopped as mine drove off. 

Sav, [Without.] Come, let me guide you ! — This 
way, my poor friend ! Why are you so furious ? 

Doric. [(Fithout.] The house of death — to the house 
of death ! 

Enter Doricourt and Saville. 

Ah ! this is the spot ! 

Ladi/ F. How wild and fiery he looks ! 
Miss 0, Now, I think, he looks terrified ! 
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Mrs. R, I never saw a madman before — Let me 
examine him — Will he bite ? 

Sav, Pray keep out of his reach, ladies — You don't 
know your danger. He's like a wild cat, if a sudden 
thought seizes him. 

Mrs, JR. You talk like a keeper of wild cats — How 
much do you demand for showing the monster ? 

Doric. I don't like this — I must rouse their sensibi- 
lity. There! there she darts through the air in liquid 
flames ! Down again ! Now I have her — Oh, she 
burns ! she scorches ! — Oh ! she eats into my very 
heart ! 

Omnes, Ha! ha! ha! 
Doric, I am laughed at! 

Mrs. R. Laughed at — -ay, to be sure ; why, I could 
play the madman better than you. There! there she 
is! Now I have her! Ha! ha ! h^? 

Doric, 111 leave the house : I'm covered with 

confusion : [Going* 

Sir G, Stay, sir— You must not go. 'Twas poorly 
done, Mr. Doricourt, to affect madness, rather than 
fulfil your engagements. 

Doric. Affect madness! Saville, what can I do? 
Sepc. Since you are discovered, confess the whole. 
Doric, Yes ; since my deaigns have been so unac- 
countably discovered, I will avow the whole. I can-* 

not love Miss Hardy — and I will never 

Sav. Hold, my dear Doricourt! What will the 

world say to such 

Doric, Damn the world ! What will the world give 
ine for the loss of happiness? Must I sacrifice my 
peace, to please the world ? 

Sir G, Yes, every thing, rather than branded with 
dishonour. 

Ladi/ F, Though our arguments should fail, there 
is a pleader, whom you surely cannot withstand-^— the 
dying Mr. Hardy supplicates you not to forsake hi& 
child. . 
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Mrs, R. Make haste, said Doricourt; if I have 
time to reflect, poor Hardy will die unhappy. 

Flut, They were got as far as the day of judgment^ 
when we clipped out of the room. 

Sir G, Then, by this time, they must have reached 
aimazement, which, every body knows, is the end of 
matrimony. 

Mrs, R, Ay, the reverend fathers ended the ser- 
vice with that word, prophetically — to teach the bride 
wbat a capricious monster a husband is. 

Sir G, I rather think it was sarcastically— to pre- 
pare the bridegroom for the unreasonable humour^ 
and vagaries of his helpmate. 

Lady F, Here comes the bridegroom of to-night. 

Enter Doricourt and Villers. — Villers whispers 

Saville, who goes out. 

Omnes, Joy ! joy ! joy ! 

Miss 0, If he's a sample of bridegrooms, keep 
me single ! A younger brother, from the funeral of his 
father, could not carry a more fretful countenance. 

Flut. Oh ! Now he's melancholy mad, I suppose. 

Lady F. You do not consider the importance of the 
occasion. 

Vill. No ; nor how shocking a thins; it is for a man 
to be forced to marry one woman whilst his heart is 
devoted to another. 

Mrs, R, Well, now 'tis over, I confess to you, Mr. 
Doricourt, I think 'twas a most ridiculous piece of 
Quixotism, to give up the happiness of a whole life to 
a man who perhaps has but a few moments to be sen- 
sible of the sacrifice. 

Flut, So it appeared to me. But, thought I, Mr. 
Doricourt has travelled — he knows best. 

Doric, Zounds! Confusion! Did ye not all set upon 
me? Didn't ye talk to me of honour — Compassion— 
Justice? 

Sir G. Very true — ^You have acted according ta 
1 
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their dictates, and I hope the utmost felicity of the 
married state will reward you. 

Doric. Never, Sir George ! 'I'o felicity I bid adieu 
— but I will endeavour to be content. Where is my 
•r— 1 must speak it — where is my wife? 

Enter Let it i a , masked y led by S a v i l l E . 

Sav, Mr. Doricourt, this lady was pressing to be 
introduced to you. 

Doric. Oh! [Starting. 

Letit. I told you last night you should see me at a 
time when you least expected me — and 1 have kept 
my promise. 

Vill. Whoever you are, madam, you could not have 
arrived at a happier moment. Mr. Doricourt is just 
married. 

Letit. Married ! Impossible ! Tis but a few hours 
since he swore to me eternal love: I believed him, gave 

him up my virgin heart — and now! Ungrateful 

sex ! 

Doric. Your virgin heart ! No lady my fate, 

thank Heaven ! yet wants that torture. Nothing but 
the conviction that you was anolhei^s, could have 
made me think one moment of marriage, to have saved 
the lives of half mankind. But this visit, madam, is 
as barbarous as unexpected. It is now my duty to 
f(^rget you, which, spite of your situation, I found dif-* 
iicult enough. 

Lttit, My situation I What situation ? 
Doric. I must apologise for explaining it in this 
company — but, madam, I am not ignorant that you 
are the companion of Lord George Jennet — and this 
is the only circumstance that can give me peace, 

Letit. I — a companion! Ridiculous pretence! No, 
sir, know, to your confusion, that my heart, my ho- 
i.our, my name, is unspotted as hers you have m^r- . 
riod ; my birth equal to your own, my fortune large. 
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That, and my person, might have been yours. But, 
sir, farewell ! [Going. 

Doric. Oh, stay a moment — Rascal ! is she not — 
Flut, Who, she ? O lord ! no — Twas quite a dif- 
ferent person that I meant. I never saw that lady 
before. 

Doric. Then, never shalt thou see her more. 

[Shakes Flutter. 
Mrs.R. Have mercy upon the poor man ! Heavens! 
He'll murder him. 

Doric. Murder him! Yes, you, myself, ahd all 
mankind. Sir George — Saville — Villers — ^'twas. you 
who pushed me on this precipice ; 'tis you who have 
snatched from me joy, felicity, and life. 

Mrs. R. There ! Now, how well he acts the mad- 
man ! This is something like ! I knew he would do it 
well enough, when the time came. 

Doric. Hard-hearted woman ! enjoy my ruin — riot 
in my wretchedness. [Hardy bvrsts in. 

Hardy. This is too much. You are now the hus- 
band of my daughter; and how dare you show all this 
passion about another woman ? 
Doric. Alive again ! 

Hardy. Alive! ay, and merry. Here, wipe off the 
flour from my face. I was never in better health and 
spirits in my life. I foresaw 'twould do. Why, my 
illness was only a fetch, man! to make you marry 
Letty. 

Doric. It was ! Base and ungenerous! Well, sir, 
you shall be gratified. The possession of my heart 
was no object either with you or your daughter. My 
fortune and name was all you desired, and these — I 
leave ye. My native England 1 shall quit, nor ever 
behold you more. But, lady, that, in my exile, I may 
have one consolation, grant me the favour you denied 
last^night ; — let me behold all that mask conceals, 
that your whole image may be impressed on my heart, 
and cheer my distant solitary hours. 
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Letit, This is the most awful moment of my life. 
Oh, Doricourt, the slight action of taking off my mask 
stamps me the most blest or miserable of women! 

Doric. What can this mean ? Reveal your face, I 
conjure you. 

Letit, Behold.it. 

Doric, Rapture ! Transport ! Heaven ! 
JFto. Now for a touch of the happy madman. 
Letit. This little stratagem arose from my disap- 
pointment in not having made the impression on you 
I wished. The timidity of the English character threw 
a veil over me you could not penetrate. You have 
forced ^mc to emerge in some measure from my na- , 
tural reserve, and to throw off the veil that hid me. 

Doric, I am yet in a state of intoxication — I can- 
not answer you. — Speak on, sweet angel ! 

Letit, You see I can be any thing ; chuse then my 
character — your taste shall fix it. Shall I be an Eng- 
lish wife ? — or, breaking from the bonds of nature and 
education, step forth to the world in all the captivat- 
ing glare of foreign manners ? 

Doric, You shall be nothing but yourself — nothing 
can be captivating that you are not. I will not wrong 
your penetration, by protending that you won my heart 
at the first interview ; but you have now my whole 
soul — your person, your face, your mind, J would not 
exchange for those of any other woman breathing. 

Hardy, A dog ! how well he makes up for past 
slights! Cousin Rackett, i wish you a good husband, 
with all my heart. Mr. Flutter, Til believe every 
word you say this fortnight. Mr. Villers,- you and I 
have managed this to a T. I never was so merry iu 
my life — ^'Gad, I believe I can dance. [Tooting,'\ Come 
into the next room ; I have ordered out every drop 
of my forty-eight, and V\\ invite the whole parish of 
St. George's, but what we'll drink it out — except one 
4pzen, which I ^hall keep under three double locks. 
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for a certain christening, that I foresee will happen 
within this twelvemonth. 

Doric, Charming, charming creature ! 

Letit. Congratulate me, my dear friends ! Can you 
conceive my happiness ? 

Hardy, No, congratulate me ; for mine is the 
greatest. 

Fiut, No, congratulate me, that I have escaped 
withlife, and give me some sticking plaister — this wild 
cat has torn the skin from my throat. 

Sir G, I expect to be among the first who are 
congratulated — for I have recovered one angel, while 
Doricourt has gained another. 

Hardy, Pho ! pho ! Don't talk of angels, wc shall be 
happier by half as mortals. 

Doiic. My charming bride ! It was a strange per- 
version of taste, that led me to consider the delicate 
timidity of your deportment as the mark of an unin- 
formed mind, or inelegant manners. I feel now it is 
to that innate modesty, English husbands owe a feli- 
city the married men of other nations are strangers to; 
it is a sacred veil to your own charms ; it is the surest 
bulwark to your husband's honour ; and cursed be the 
hour — should it ever arrive — in which British ladies 
»ball sacrifice to foreign graces the grace of modesty ! 
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REMARKS. 



Although " The Bold Stroke for a Husband,'' bj 
Mrs. Cowley, does not equal " The Bold Stroke for a 
Wife," by Mrs. Centlivre, either in originality of de- 
sign, wit, or humour, it has other advantages more 
honourable to her sex, and more conducive to the re- 
putation of the stage. 

Here is contained no oblique insinuation, detri- 
mental to the cause of morality — but entertainment 
and instruction unite, to make a pleasant exhibition 
at a theatre, or give an hour's amusement iu the clo- 
set. 

Plays, where the scene is placed in a foreign counr 
try, particularly when that country is Spain, 'have a 
license to present certain improbabilities to the audi- 
ence, without incurring the danger of having them 
called such ; and the authoress, by the skill with which 
she has used this dramatic permittance, in making 
the wife of Don Carlos pass for a man, has formed a 
most interesting plot, and embellished it with lively, 
humorous, and affecting incident. 

Still there is another plot, of which Olivia is the 
heroine, as Victoria is of the foregoing ; and ^hit 
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more comic fable, in which the former is chiefly con- 
cerned, seems to have been the favourite story of the 
authoress, as from this she has taken her title. 

But if Olivia makes a bold stroke to obtain a hus- 
band, surely Victoria makes a still bolder to preserve 
one ; and there is something less honourable in the 
ent( rprises of a yoUng maiden, in order to renounce 
her state, than in those of a married woman to avert 
the dangers that are impending over hers. 

Whichever of those females becomes the most ad- 
mired object with the reader, he will not be insensible 
to the trials of the other, or to the various interests of 
the whole dramatis personae, to whom the writer has 
artfully given a kind of united influence; and upon a 
happy combination it is, that, sometimes, the success 
of a drama more depends, than upon the most power- 
ful support of any particularly prominent, yet insu- 
lated, character. 

The part of Don Vincentio was certainly meant as a 
moral satire upon the extravagant love, or the foolish 
affectation, of 'pretending to love, to extravagance — 
music. This satire was aimed at so many, that the 
shaft struck none. The charm of music still prevails 
in England, and the folly of afiected admirers. 

Vincentio talks music, and Don Julio speaks 

poetry. Such, at least, is his fond description of his 

.mistress Olivia, in that excellent scene in the third 

act, where she first takes ofif her veil, and fascinates 

him at once by the force of her beauty. 

In the delineation of this lady, it is implied that 
«he is no termagant, although she so frequently coun- 
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terfeits the character. This insinuation the reader, if 
he pleases, may trust — but the man who would venture 
to marry a good impostor of this kind, could not ex- 
cite much pity, if his helpmate was often induced lo 
act the part which she had heretofore, with so much 
spirit, assumed. 

The impropriety of making fraud arid imposition 
necessary evils, to counteract tyranny and injustice, 
is the fault of all Spanish dramas — and perhaps the 
only one which attaches to the present comedy. 
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ACT THE FIRST. 

SCBNE I. 

A Street in Madrid. 

Enter Savcka from a House; she advances^ then runs 
backy and beckons to Pedro within. 

San, Hist! Pedro! Pedro! 

• 

Either Pedro. 

There he is : dost see him } just turning by St. An- 
tony in the corner. Now, do you tell him that your 
mistress is not at home; and if his jealous donship 
should insist on searching the house, as he did yes* 
terday, say that somebody is ill — the black has got a 

fever, or that 

Ped. Pho, pho, get you in. Don't I know that the 
duty of a lacquey in Madrid is to lie with a good 
grace ? I have been studying it now for a whole week, 
and ril defy don or devil to surprise me into a trutb. 
Get you in, 1 say — ^here he comes.. [Exit Sahcha. 
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Enter Carlos. 

[Pedro struts up to him.] Donna Laura is not at 
nome> sir. 

Car. Not at home ! — come, sir, what have you re- 
ceived for telling that lie? 

Fed. Lie!— Lie!— Signior!— 

Car. It must be a lie, by your promptness in de- 
li vering it. — What a fool does your mistress trust! — 
A clever rascal would have waited my approach, 
and, delivering the message with easy coolness, de* 
ceived mc — thou hast been on the watch, and runnest 
towards me with a face of stupid importance, bawl« 
ing, that she may hear through the lattice how well 
thou obeyest her, — " Donna Laura is not at home, 
•ir." 

Fed. Hear through the lattice — hah ! by^r lady, she 
must have long ears, to reach from the grotto in the 
garden to the street. 

Car. Hah ! [Seizes him.} Now, sir, your ears shall 
be longer, if you do not tell me who is with her in 
the grotto. 

Fed. In the grotto, sir! — did I say any thing about 
the grotto ? I 1 only meant that— 

Car. Fool ! — dost thou trifle with me ? who is with 
her ? [Finching his Ear. 

Fed. Oh ! — ^why, nobody, sir — only the pretty 
young gentleman's vakt, waiting for an answer to a 
letter he brought. There ! I have saved my ears at 
the expense of my place. Lhaveworn this fine coat 
but a week, and I shall be sent back to Segovia for 
not being able to lie, though I have been learning the 
art six days and nights. 

Car. Well — come this way— if thou wilt promise 
to be faithful to me, 1 will not betray thee : nor at 
present enter the house. 

Fed, Ob, sir, blessings oji you ! 
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Car. How often does the pretty young gentleman 
visit her ? 

Ped» Every day, sir — If he misses, madam's stark 
wild. 

Car. Where does he live ? 

Perf. Truly, I know not, sir. \ 

Car. How! [Menacing. 

Fed, By the honesty of my mother, I cannot tell, 
sir. She calls him Florio ; — that's his christian name 
-—his heathen name I never heard. 

Car, You must acquaint me when they are next 
together. 

Fed. Lord, sir, if there should be any blood spilt ! 

Car. Promise,— or Til lead thee by the ears to the 
grotto. 

Fed. I promise, I promise. 

Car, There, take that, [Gives Money!] and if thou 
art faithful, \*\\ treble it. Now go in, and be a good 
lad — and, d'ye hear ? — you may tell lies to every body 
else, but remember you must always speak truth to 
me. 

Fed, I will, sir, — I will. 

[Exity looking at the Money. 

Car, 'Tis well my passion is extinguished, for I can 
now act with coolness ; I'll wait patiently for the hour 
of their security, and take them in the softest mo- 
ments of their love. But if ever I trust to woman 
more — may every 

Enter Two Women, veUed^follotDed by Jvlw. 

Julio, Fie, ladies! keep your curtains drawn so 
late ! The sun is up — ^'tis time to look abroad — [Tries 
to remove the Veils. Nay, if you are determined on 
night and silence, I take my leave. A woman with- 
out prattloy is like burgundy without spirit. — Bright 
eyes, to touch me, must belong to sweet tongues. 

/ [Going. 

Car. Sure 'tis Julio. Hey ! 
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JuHo. [Returning^ Don Carlos? Yes, by all the 
sober gods of matrimony! — Why, what business^ 
goodman gravity, canst thou have in Madrid — I un- 
derstand you ure married — quietly settled in your 
own pastures — father of a family, and the instructive 
companion of country vine dressers — ha 1 ha ! 

Car, Tis false, by Heaven ! — I have forsworn the 
country — left my family, and run away from my 
wife. 

Jtdio. Really ! then matrimony has not totally de- 
stroyed thy free will. 

Car^ 'Tis with difficulty I have preserved it though ; 
for women, thou knowest, are most unreasonable be- 
ings ! as soon as I had exhausted ray stock of love 
tales, which, with management, lasted beyond the 
honey-moon, madam grew sullen, — 1 found home 
dull, and amused myself with the pretty peasants of 

the neighbourhood Worse and worse ! — we had 

nothing now but faintings, tears and hysterics for 
twenty-four honey-moons more. — So wie morning I 
gave her in her sleep a farewell kiss, to comfort her 
when she should awake, and posted to Madrid ; where, 
if it was not for the remembrance of the clog at my 
heel, I should bound o'er the regions of pleasure, 
with more ^irit than a young Arabian on his moun- 
tains. 

Julio. Do you find this clog no hindrance in affain 
of gallantry ? 

Car. Not much. — In that house there — but, damn 
her, she's perfidious ! — in that house is a woman of 
beauty, with pretensions to 'character and fortune, 
who devoted herself to my passion. 

Julio. If she's perfidious, give her to the winds. 

Car. Ah, but there is a rub, Julio, I have been a 
fool — a woman's fool I — In a state of intoxication, 
she wheedled me, or rather cheated me, out of a set« 
tl^ment. 

Julio. Pho ! is that' 
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Car, Oh ! but you know not its nature. A settle- 
ment of lands, that both honour and gratitude ought 
to have preserved sacred from such base alienation. 
In short, if I canaot recover them, I am a ruined 
man. 

Julio, Nay, this seems a worse clog than t'other— 
Poor Carlos ! so bewived and be 

Car, Pr^ythee, have compassion. 

Enter a Servant, with a Letter to Julio ; he reads 
ity and then nodt to the Servakt, who exits. 

Car. An appointment, V\\ be sworn, by that air of 
mystery and satisfection— come, be friendly, and com- 
municate. 

JtUio, [Putting up the Letter,] You are married, 
Carlos; — that's all I have to say — ^you are mar- 
ried. 

Car, Pho ! that's past long ago, and ought to be 
forgotten; but if a man does a foolish thing once, 
he'il hear of it all his life. 

Julio, Ay, the time has been when thou might*st 
have been entrusted with such a dear secret, — when I 
might have opened the billet, and feasted thee with 
the sweet meandering strokes at the bottom, which 
form her name, when 

Car, What, 'tis from a woman then ? 

Julio, It is. 

Car. Handsome? 

Julio. Hum — not absolutely handsome, but she'll 
pass, with one who has not had his taste spoiled by — 
matrimony. 

Car. Malicious dog ! — Is she young? 

Julio. Under twenty — fair complexion, azure eyes, 
red lips, teeth of pearl, polished neck^ fine turned 
shape, graceful— — 

Car, Hold, Julio, if thou lov'st me I-^Is it pos- 
sible she can be so bewitching a creature ? 
' Julio. 'Tis possible — though, to deal plainly, I 
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never saw her ; but I love my own pleasure so well, 
that I could fancy all that, and ten times more. 

Car. What star does she inhabit? 

Jtdio. Taithy I know not; my orders are to be in 
waiting, at seven, at the Prado. 

Car. Prado! — hey! — ^gad! can't you take me with 
you ? for though I have forswoi'ii the sex myself, and 
nave done with them for ever, yet I may be of use to 
you, you know. 

JtUio. 'Failh, 1 can't see that — however, as you are 
a poor woe-begone married mortal. 111 have com- 
passion, and su^er, thee to come. 

Car. Then I am a man again ! Wife, avauntl mis* 
tress, farewell ! — At seven, you say ? 

Julio, Exactly. 

Cai\ ril meet thee at Philippi ! {Exeunt^ severally. 



SCENE III. 



A spacious Garden belonging to Don Cjesar. 

Enter Minette and In is. 

Min. There, will that do ? My lady sent me to 
make her up a nosegay ; these orange flowers are de- 
licious, and this rose, how sweet ! 

Inis. Pho ! what signifies wearing sweets in hei; 
bosom, unless they would sweeten her manners? — ^tis 
amazing you can be so much at your ease ; one might 
think your lady's tongue was a lute, and her morning 
scolds an agreeable serenade. 

Min. So they are — Custom, you know. I have 
been used to her music now these two years, and I 
don't believe I could relish my breakfast without it. 

Jnis. I would rather never break toy fast, than do 
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it on such terms. What a difference between your 
mistress and mine! Donna Victoria is as much too 
gentle, as her cousin is too harsh« 

Min. Ay, and you see what she gets by it ; had she 
been more spirited , perhaps her husband would not 
have forsaken her ; — men enlisted under the matrimo- 
nial banner, like those under the king's, would be of- 
ten tempted to run away from their colours, if fear 
did not keep them in dread of desertion. 

Ifiis. If making a husband afraid is the way to keep 
bim faithful, I believe your lady will be the happiest 
wife in Spain. 

Min. Ha I ha ! ha ! how people may be deceived ! 
— nay, how people are deceived ! — but time will dis- 
cover all things. 

Init, What ! what, is there a secret in the busi- 
ness, Minette ? if there is, hang time ! let's have it 
directly. 

Min. Now, if I dared but tell ye — lud ! lud ! how 
I could surprise ye ! [Going. 

Inis, [Stopping her.] Don't go. 

Min. I must go ; I am on the very brink of be* 
traying my mistress, — I must leave you — mercy up- 
. on me I — it rises like new bread. 

Inis, I hope it will choke ye, if you stir till I know 
all. 

Min, Will you never breathe a syllable ? 

JfiM, Never. 

Min. Will you strive to forget it the moment you 
have heard it ? 

Inis. Ill swear to myself forty times a-day to for- 
get it. 

Min, You are sure you will not let me stir from 
^his spot till you know the whole ? 

Inis. Not as far as a thrush hops. 

Min. So ! now, then, in one word, — here it goes. 
Though every body supposes my lady an arrant scold, 

she's no more a [Looking out, 

c 
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Don Citsar. [Without^ Out upoa't ! e— h — h ! 

Min. Oh, St* Jerome ! — ^here is her. father, and h» 
privy counsellor. Gasper. I can never comnunicate 
a secret in quiet. Well ! come to ny chamber, for, 
now my hand's in, you shall have the whole. — I 
would not keep it another day, to be confidant to an 
infanta,. [ExcM, 

Enter Don Casab and Gaspbb* 

# 

Gasp, Take comfort, sir; take comfort. 

Casar. Take it ! — why, where the devil shall I find 
it ? You may say, take physic, sir, or, take poison, 

sir they are to be had ; but what signifies bidding 

me take comfort, when 1 can neither buy it, beg it, 
nor steal it ? 

Ca^p. But patience will bring it, sir. 

Ccesar, Tis false, sirrah. — Patience is a cheat, and 
the man that ranked her with the cardinal virtues was 
a fool. — I have had patience at bed and . board these 
three long years, but the comfort she promised, has 
never called in with. a civil how d'ye? 

Gasp. Ay, sir, but you know the poets say that the 
twin sister and companion of comfort is good hu- 
mour. — Now, if you would but drop that agreeable 
lucidity, which is so ccmspicuous 

Ccesar. Then let my daughter drop her perverse hu- 
mour ; 'tis a more certain bar to marriage than ugli- 
ness or folly ; and will send me to my grave, at last, 
ytitbout male heirs. [Crying.] How many have laid 
siege to her ! But that humour of hers, like the works 
of Gibraltar, no Spaniard can find pregnable. 

Gasp, Ay, well — ^Troy held out but ten years— 
\jet her once tell over her .beads„ unmarried, at dve-- 
and-twenty, and, my life upon it, she ends the rosary^ 
with a hearty prayer for a good husband. 

Ccesar, What, aye expect me to wait till the hor- 
rors of old maidenism frighten her into civility ? No, 
jpo.; — rU shut her up in a convent, marry myself,. 
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and have heirs in spite of her. There's my neigh- 
bour Don Vasquez's daughter, she is but nine- 
teen 

Gasp. The very step I was going to recommend, 
sir. You are but a young gentleman of sixty-three, 
I take it; and a husband <ff sixty-three^ who marries 
a wife of nineteen, will never want heirs, take my 
word for it. 

Cassar. What ! do you joke, sirrah ? 

Gasp. Ob no, sir — not if you are aerious. I think 
it would be one of the pleasantest things in the world 
— Madam would throw a new life into the family \ 
and when you are above stairs in the gout, sir, the 
music of her concerts, and the spirit of her converza^ 
tiones, would reach your sick bed, and be a thou- 
sand times more comforting than flannels and pa- 
nada. 

Qesar. Come, come, I understand ye. — But this 
daughter of mine — I shall give her but two chances 

more. Don Garcia and Don Vincentio will both 

be here to-day, and if she plays over the old game^ 
I'll marry to-morrow morning, if I hang myself the 
next. • 

Gasp. You decide right, signer; at sixty-three ihe 
marriage noose and the hempen noose should always 
go together. 

Ceesar. Why, you dog you, do you suppose — ^There's 
Don Garcia — there he is, coming through the porti- 
co. Run to my daughter, and bid her remember 
what I have said td her. [Exit Gasper.] She has 
bad her lesson — but another memento mayn't be 
amiss-^a young slut ! — pretty, and witty, and rich— 

a match for a prince, and yet— but hist ! Not a 

word to my young man, if I can but keep him in ig- 
norance till he is married, he must make the best of 
bis bargain afterwards, as-other honest men have donv 
Icfore him. 

c2 
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Enter Garcia. 

Welcome, Don Garcia ! — why, you are rather before 
your time* 

Gar. Gallantry forbid that I should not, when a 
fiatir lady is concerned. Should Donna Olivia wel- 
come me as frankly as you do, I shall think I have 
been tardy. 

Cctsar. When you made your Overtures, signor, I 
understood it was from inclination to be allied to my 
family, not from a particular passion to my daughr 
ter. Have you ever seen her ? 

Gar. But once — that transiently — ^yet sufficient to 
convince me that she is charming. 

Cctsar. Why, yes, though I say it, there are few 
prettier women in Madrid; and she has got enemies 
amongst^ her own sex accordingly. They pretend to 

say that 1 say, sir, they have reported that she is 

not blessed with that kind of docility and gentleness 

that a ^now, though she may not be so very placid, 

and insipid, as some young wom'en, yet, upon the 
whole — 

Gar. Oh, ^e^ sir ! — not a word — A beauty cannot 
be illtempered ; gratified vanity keeps her in good 
humour with herself, and every body about her. 

Ccesar. Yes, as you say — vanity is a prodigious 
sweetener ; and Olivia, considering how much she has 
been humoured,, is as gentle and pliant as 

Enter Minette. 

Min. Oh, sir ! shield me from my mistress — She is 
in one of her old tempers — the whole house is in an 
uproar. — I cannot support it 1 

Ccesar. Hush! 

Min. No, sir, I can't hush — A saint could not bear 
it. I am tired of her tyranny, and must quit her 
service. 
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Cctsar, Then quit it in a moment — go to my 
steward, and receive your wages — go — begone! HTis a 
cousin of my daughter's she is speaking of. 

Min, A cousin, sir ! — No, 'tis Donna Olivia, your 
daughter — my mistress. Oh, sir ! you seem to be a 
sweet, tender-hearted, young gentleman — 'twould 
move you to pity if — — [To Garcia. 

Cossi^, I'll move you, hussy, to some purpose, if 
you don't move off. 

Gar. I am really confounded—- can the charming 
Olivia 

Ccesar. Spite, sir — mere malice ! My daughter has 
refused her some cast gown, or some — • 

Olivia. \JFithout.] Where is she? — Where is Mi- 
nette ? 

Ctesar. Oh, 'tis all over ! — the tempest is coming. ' 

Enter Olivia. 

Oliv. Oh, you vile creature ! — to speak to me! — 
to answer me ! — am I made to be answered ? 

CcBsar, Daughter ! daughter ! 

Oliv. Because I threw my work-bag at her, she had 
the insolence to complain; and, on my repeating it, 
said she would not bear it. — Servants chuse what they 
shall bear ! 

Min. When you are married, ma'am, I hope your 
husband will bear your humour, less patiently than I 
have done. 

Olix>. My husband ! — dost think my husband shall 
contradict my will ? Oh, I long to set a pattern to 
those milky wives, whose mean compliances degrade 
the sex. 

Gar, Opportune! [Asidcm 

Oliv, The only husband on record who knew how 
to treat a wife was Socn^tes ; and though his lady was 
a Grecian, I have some reason to believe her de- 

ca 
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scendants mMched into our family ; and never shall 
my tame submission disgrace my ancestry. 

Gar. Heavens! why have you never curbed this 
intemperate spirit, DOn Caesar ? 

Oliv. [Starting.] Curbed, sir! talk thus to your 
groom— curbs and bridles for a woman's tongue ! 

Gar. Not for yours, lady, truly ! 'tis too late. Bat 
had the torrent, now so overbearing, been taken at its 
spring, it might have been stemmed, and turned in 
gentle streamlets at the master^s pleasure. 

Oliv. A mistake, friend ! — my spirit, at its spring, 
ivas too powerful tor any master. 

Gar. Indeed! — perhaps you may meet a Petru- 
chio, gentle Catherine, yet. 

Oliv. But no gentle Catherine will he find me, be« 

lieve it. Catherine ! why, she had not the spirit 

of a roasted chestnut — ^a few big words, an empty oath, 
and a scanty dinner, made her as submissive as a $pa«> 
niel. My fire will not be so soon extinguished — it 
shall resist big wordsj oaths, and starving. 

Min. I believe so, indeed ; help the poor gentle* 
man, 1 say, to whose fate you fall ! 

Gar. Don Caesar, adieu ! My commiseration for 
your fate subdues the resentment I should otherwise 
feel at your endeavouring to deceive me into such a 
marriage. 

Oliv. Marriage! oh, mercy! — Is this Don Garcia! 

[Apart to CiESAR. 

Cctsar. Yes, termagant! 

Oliv. O, what a misfortune ! Why did you not tell 
me it was the gentleman you designed to marry me 
to?— Oh, sir ! all that is past was in sport ; a con- 
trivance between my maid and me : I have no spirit at 
all — I am as patient as poverty. 

Gar. This mask fits too ill on your features, fair 
lady : I have seen you without disguise, and rejoice 
in your ignorance of my name, since, but for that. 
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my peaceful home might have become the seat of per- 
petual discord. 

Min. Ay, sir, you would never have known what a 
quiet hour 

Oliv. [Strikes her,] Impertinence! Indeed, sir, I 
can be as gentle and forbearing as a pet lamb. 

Gar. I cannot doubt it, madam ; the proofs of your 
placidity are very striking — But, adieu I though I 
shall pray for your conversion, rather than have the 
honour of it — I'd turn Dominican, and condemn my- 
self to perpetual celibacy. [Exit. 

Ccesar. Now, hussy ! — now, hussy ! — what do you 
expect ? 

Oliv. Dear me ! how can you be so unreasonable I 
did ever daughter do more to oblige a father ! I ab- 
solutely begged the man to have me. 

CoBsar. Yes, vixen ! after you h;ad made him detest 
ye ; what, I suppose, he did not hit your fancy, ma- 
dam ; though there is not, in all Spain, a man of 
prettier conversation. 

Oliv. Yes, he has a very pretty kind of conversa- 
tion ; 'tis like a parenthesis. 

CcBsar, Like a parenthesis! 

Oliv. Yes, it might be all left our, and never 
missed. However, I thought him a modest kind of 
a well meaning young man, and that he would make 
a pretty sort of a husband — for notwithstanding his 
blustering, had I been his wife, in three months he 
should have been as humble and complaisant as 

CiBsar, Ay, there it is — there it is! — that spirit of 

yours, hussy,- you can neither conquer nor conceal ; 

but ril find a way to tame it, I'll warrant me. [Exit» 

[Olivia and Minette follow him with their 

Eyes, and then burst into a Laugh, 

Min, Well, madam, I give you joy ! had other la- 
dies as much success in getting lovers, as you have in 
getting rid of yours, what contented faces wie should 
see! 
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Oliv, But to what purpose do I get rid of them, 
whilst ihvy rise m succession like monthly pinks ^ 
Was there ever any thing so provoking ? — After some 
quiet, and helieving the men had ceased to troubled 
themsvlves about me, no less than two proposals have 
been mad* to my inexorable father this very day—' 
What will become of me ? 

^ Min. What should become of you ? You'll chuse 
one from the pair, I hope. Believe me, madam, the 
only way to get rid of the impertinence of lovers, 
is to take one, and make him a scarecrow to the* 
rest. 

Oliv. Oh, but I cannot ! — Invention assist me this' 
one day ! 

Min, Upon my word, madam, invention owes yoti 
nothing ; and I am afraid you can draw on that bank 
no longer. — You must trust to your established. cha- 
racter of vixen. 

Oliv. But that won't frighten them all, you know,' 
though it did its business with sober Don Garcia. 
The brave General Antonio would have made a pro- 
perty of me, in spite of every thing, had I not lucki- 
ly discovered his antipathy to cats, and so scared the 
hero, by pretending an im'moderate passion for young 
kittens. 

Min, Yes, but you was still harder pushed by the 
Castilian Count, and his engraved genealogy from 
Noah. 

Oliv. Oh, he would have kept his post as immov- 
ably as the griffins at his gate, had I not very seri- 
ously imparted to him, that my mother's great uncle 
sold oranges in Arragon. 

Min, And pray, madam, if I may be so bold, who 
is the next gentleman ? 

Oliv, Oh, Don Vincentio, who distracts every 
body with his skill in music. He ought to be mar- 
ried to a Viol de Gamba. I bless my stars 1 have 
never yet had a miser in my list — on such a character 



SCENE II.] A BOLD STROKE FOR A HUSBAND. 21 

all art would be lost, and nothing but an earthquake, 
to swallow up my estate, could save me. 

Min, Well, if some one did but know, how happy 
\(rould some one be, that for his sake 

Oliv. Now, don't be impertinent, Minette* You 
have several times attempted to slide yourself into a 
secret, which I am resolved to keep to myself. Con- 
tinue faithful, and suppress your curiosity. [Exit, 

Min, Suppress my curiosity, madam ! — why, I am 
a chambermaid, and a sorry one too, it should seem, 
to have been in your confidence two years, and never 
have got the master-secret yet. I never was six weeks 
in a family before, but I knew every secret they had 
in it for three generations; ay, and FU know this 
too, or rU blow up all her plans, and declare to the 
world, that she is no more a vixen than other fine la- 
dies they have most of them a touch on't. [Exit* 



ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 



An Apartment at Dovka Laura's. 

Enter hAVR^f followed by Carlos. 

Car. Nay, madam, you may as well stop here, for 
ni follow you through every. apartment, but I will be 
heard. [Seizing her Hand, 

Laura, This insolence is not to be endured ; within 
my own walls to be thus 

Car, The time has been, when within your walls I 
might be master. 
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Laitra: Yes, ydu were then master of my heart ; 
that gave you a right which 

Car, You have now transferred to another, 

[Hinging away her Hani. 

Laura, Well, sir ! 

Car. ** Well, sirT — Unblushing acknowledgment! 
Falsej fickle woman ! 

Lcutra, Because I have luckily got the start of 
y6u ; in a few weeks I should have been the accuser, 
and yoii the false and fickle. 

Car. And to secure yourself from that disgrace, 
you prudently looked out in time for another lover. 

Laura» I can pardon your sneer, because you are 
mortified. 

Car. Mortified ! 

Laura. Yes, mortified to the soul, Carlos ! 

Car. [Stamping.] Madam ! madani ! 

Laura. This rage would have been all cool inso- 
lence, had I waited for your change— Scarcely would 
you have deigned to form a phrase of pity for me ; per- 
haps have bid me forget a man no longer worthy my 
attachment, and jecom mended me to hartshorn and 
my women. 

Car. Has any hour, since I have first known you, 
given you cause for such unjust 

Laura. Yes, every hour — Now, Carlos, I bring thee 
to the test!; — You saw, you liked, you loved m« ; was 
there no Ibnd trusting woman whom you deserted, to 
indulge the transient passion ? Yes, one blessed with 
beauty, gentleness, afid youth ; one, who more than 
her own being loved thee, who made thee rich, and 
whom thou madest thy wife. 

Car. My wife ! — here's a turn ! So to revenge th^ 
quarrels of my wife- 

Laura. No, do not mistake me — what I have done 
was merely to indulge myself, without more regard to 
your feelings, than you had to her's. ^ 
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Car, And you dare avow to my face, that you hav* 
a passion for another ? 

LaurUn I do, and — for I am above disguise, I con* 
fess, so tender is my Iqve for Florio, it has scarcely 
left a trace of that 1 once avowed for Carlos. 

Car. Well, madam, if I hear this without some sud- 
den vengeance on the tongue which speaks it, thank the 
annihilation of that passion^ whose remembrance is as 
dead in my bosom as in yours. Let us, however, 
part friends, and with a mutual acquittal of every 
obligation — so give up the settlement of that estate, 
which left me almost a beggar. 

• Laura, Give it up ! — ha! ha ! no, Carlos, you 

consigned me that estate as a proof of love ; do not 
imagine then, V\\ give up the only part of our con- 
nexion, of which I am not ashamed. 

Car, Base woman ! you know 'twas not a voluntary 
gift — after having in vain practised on my fondness, 
whilst in a state of intoxication, you prevailed on me 
to sign the deed, which you had artfully prepared 
for the purpose — therefore, you must restore it. 
- Laura, Nevfer, never. 

Car, Ruin is in the word ! Call it back, madam, 

or ril be revenged on thee in thy heart's dearest ob- 
ject — thy minion Florio ! he shall not riot on my 

fortune. 

Laura. Ha! ha! ha! Florio is safe — your lands 
are sold, and in another country we shall enjoy the 
blessing of thy fond passion, whilst that passion is 
indulging itself in hatred and execrations. [£xiV. 

Car, My vengeance shall first fall on her. [Fo/Zoti- 
ing.'\ No, he shall be the first victim, or 'twill be in* 
complete. — Reduced to poverty, I cannot live ; 
Oh, folly ! where are now all the gilded prospects of 

my youth ? Had I but 'tis to late to look back,— 

temorse attends the past^ and ruin — ^ruin waits mc 
in the future! 
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SCENE II. 



Don Cesar's* 



Victoria enters, perusing a Letter; enter Olivia. 

OUv. [Speaks as entering.] If my father should in* 
quire for me, . tell him I am in Domia Victorians 
apartment. — Smiling, I protest! my dear gloomy 
cousin, where have you purchased that san^shiny 
look? 

Vict. It is but April sunshine, I fear;. but who 
could resist such a temptation to smile ? a letter from 
Donna Laura, my husband's mistress, styling me her 
dearest Florio ! her life ! her soul ! and complain- 
ing of a twelve hours absence, as the bitterest mis- 
fortune. 

OUv, Ha ! ha ! ha ! most doughty Don ! pray, let 
us see you in your feather and doublet ; as a Cava- 
leiro, it seems, you are formidable. So suddenly to 
rob your husband of his charmer^s heart ! you must 
have used some witchery. 

Vict. Yes, powerful witchery — the knowledge of 
my sex. Oh ! did the men but know us, as well as 
we do ourselves ; — but, thank fate, they do not — 
^twould be dangerous. 

Oliv. What, I suppose, you praised her under- 
standing, was captivated by her wit, and absolutely 
struck dumb by the amazing beauties of — her mind. 

Vict, Oh, no, — that's the mode prescribed by the 
essayists on the female heart — ha ! ha I ha ! — Not a 
woman breathing, from fifteen to £ifty, but would 
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rather have a compliment to the tip of her ear, or the 
turn of her ancle^ than a volume in praise of her in- 
tellects. 

Oliv. So, flattery, then, is your boasted pill? 

Vkt No, that's only the occasional gilding ; but 
'tis in vain to attempt a description of what changed 
its nature with every moment. I was now attentive 
— now gay — then tender, then careless. I strove ra- 
ther to convince her that I was charming, than that I 
myself was charmed ; and when I saw love's arrow 
quivering in her heart, instead of falling at her feet, 
sung a triumphant air, and remembered a sudden en- 
gagement. 

Oliv. [Archil/,'] Would you have done so, had you 
been a man ? 

Fict* Assuredly — knowing what I now do as a wo- 
man. 

Oliv. But can all this be worth while, merely sto 
rival a fickle husband with one woman, whilst he is 
setting his feather, perhaps, at half a score others ? 

Fict. To rival him was not my first motive. The 
Portuguese robbed me of his heart; I concluded she 
had fascinations which nature had. denied to me; it 
was impossible to visit her as a woman ; I, therefore, 
assumed the Cavalier to study her, that I might, if 
possible, be to my Carlos, all he found in her. 

Oliv. Pretty humble creature ! 

Fict. In this adventure I learnt more than I ex- 
pected ; — my (oh, cruel !) my husband has given this 
woman an estate, almost all that his dissipations had 
left us. 

Oliv. Indeed ! 

Fict. To make him more culpable, it was my estate; 
it was that fortune which my lavish love had made 
his, without securing it to my children. 
. Oliv. How could you be so improvident ? 

Vict. Alas! I trusted him with my heart, with 
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my happiness, v^itfaout restriction. Should I hate 
shown a greater solicitude for any thing, than for 
these? 

Oliv. The event proyes that you should ; but how 
can you be thus passive in your sorrow f since I had 
assumed the man, I'd make him feel a man's resent* 
ment for such injuries. 

Vkt. Oh, Olivia ! what resentment can I show to 
him I have vowed to honour, and whom, both my 
duty and my heart compel me yet to love. 

Oliv. Why, really now, I think — ^positively, there's 
no thinking about it; 'tis among the arcana of the 
married li^, I suppose. 

- Vkt,, You, who know me, can judge how I suf* 
fered in prosecuting my plan. I have thrown off the 
delicacy of sex ; I have worn the mask of love to the 
destroyer of my peace — but the object is too great to 
be abandoned ^nothing less than to save my husband 
from ruin, and to restore him, again a lover, to my 
faithful bosom. 

. Oliv, Well, I confess, Victoria, I hardly know 
whether most to blame or praise you ; but, with the 
rest of the world, I suppose, your success will deter- 
mine me. 

Enter Gasper. 

Gasp. Pray, madam, are your wedding shoes 
ready ? [To Olivia. 

. Oliv. Insolence ! 1 can scarcely ever keep up 

the vixen to this fellow. [Apart to Victoria, 

Gasp. You'll want them, ma'am, to-morrow morn- 
ing, that's all — so I came to prepare ye. 

Oliv. 1 want wedding shoes to-morrow ! if you arc 
j<ept on water griiel till 1 marry, that plump face of 
yours will be chap-fallen, I believe. 

Gasp. Yes, truly, I believe so too, Lackaday, 
did you suppose I came to bring you news of your 
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own wedding ? no such glad tidings for you, lady, be* 
lieve me. — You raarried ! I am sure the man who 
ties himself to you, ought to be half a salamander, and 
able to live in fire. 

^ Oltv. What marriage, then, is it, you do me the^ 
honour to inform me of? ' ' 

' Gasp. Why, your father^s marriage. You'll have a 
mothtT-in-law to-morrow, and having, like a dutiful 
daughter, danced at the wedding, be immured in a 
convent for life. 

Oiiv. Immured in a convent ! then' 111 raise sedi- 
tion in the sisterhood, depose the abbess, and turii 
the con lessor's chair to a go-cart. 

* Gasp, So, the threat of the mother-in-law, which I 
thought would be worse thanthat xji the abbess,' does 
not frighten ye ? 

- Oliv. No, because my fether dares not give me one. 
-^Mariy, without my consent ! no, no, he'll never 
think of it, depend on't; however, lest the fit should 
grow strong upon him, I'll go and administer my vo*-^ 
latiles to keep it under. [Exit. 

Gasp. Administer them cautiously then ; too strong 
a dose of your volatiles would make the fit stubborn.^ 
Who'd think that pretty arch look belonged to a ter-« 
magant? what a pity ! 'twould be worth a thousand 
ducats to cure her. * 

Fict. Has Inis told you I wanted to converse with 
you in private. Gasper? 

Gasp. Oh, yes, madam, and I took particular no- 
tice, that it was to be in private; Surej says F, 

Mrs. Inis, Madam Victoria has not taken a fancy to 
me, and is going to break her mind. 

Fict, Whimsical ! ha ^ ha ! suppose I should, Gas- 
per? 

' •Gasp, Why, then, madam, I should say, fortune 
had used you devilish scurvily, to give you a grey 
beard in a livery. I know well enough, that some' 
young ladies have given themselves to grey beardsiih 

d2 
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Oliv, Oh, no ! upon ray obedience, I promise to be 
just the softy civil creature, you have described. 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. Don Vincentio is below, sir. 

CcBsar, I'll wait upon him well, go and collect 

all your smiles and your simpers, and remember all 
I have said to you ; — be gentle, and talk pretty little 
small talk, d'ye hear, and if you please him, you shall 
have the portion of a Dutch burgomaster's daughter, 
and the pin-money of a princess, you jade, you. I 
think at last, I have done it ; the fear of this mother- 
in-law will keep down the fiend in her, if any thing 
can. [Exit. 

Oliv. Hah ! my poor father, your anxieties will ne- 
ver end till you bring Don Julio, But what shall I 
do with this Vincentio ? — I fear he is so perfectly har- 
monized, that to put him in an ill temper will be im- 
practicable.-— I must try, however; if 'tis possible to 
find a discord in him, I'll touch the string, [Exit. 



SCENE III. 



Another Apartment. 



Enter Vincentio and Cjesar. 

Vin, Presto, presto, signor! where is the Olivia i^ 
— not a moment to spare. I left off in all the fury of 
composition ; minums and crotchets have been bat- 
tling it through ray head the whole day, and trying a 
seroibreve in G sharp, has made me as fiat as dou- 
ble F. 
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CcBsau Sharp and flat! — trying a semi breve !— oh 
— gad, sir! I had like not to have understood you ; 
but a semibreve is something of a demi-culverin, I 
take it ; and you have been practising the art mili« 
taiy. 

r m* Art military ! — what, sir ! are you unac- 
quainted witli music ? 

Ccesar. Music! oh, 1 ask pardon ; then you are fond 
of music 'ware of discords ! [Aside. 

Vin, Fond of it ! devoted to it. — I composed a 
thing to-day, in all the gusto of Sacchini, and the 
sweetness of Gluck. But this recreant finger fails me 
in composing a passage in £ octave : if it does not 
gain more elastic vigour in a week, I shall be tempted 
to have it amputated, and supply the shake with a 
spring. 

Ccesar, Mercy! amputate a finger, to supply a 
shake! 

Vin. Oh, that's a trifle in the road to reputation-^ 
to be talked -of, is the summum bonum of this life. — 
A young man of rank should not glide through the 
world, without a distinguished rage, or, as they call it 
in England — a hobby-horse. 

CoBsar, A hobby horse! 

Vin, Yes; that is, eveiy man of figure determines 
on setting out in life, in that land of liberty, in what 
line to ruin himself; and that choice is called his 
hobby-horse. One, makes the turf his scene of ac- 
tion — another drives about tall phaetons, to peep into 
their neighbour's garret windows ; and a third rides 
his hobby-horse in parliament, where it jerks him, 
sometimes on one side, and sometimes on the other ; 
sometimes in, and sometimes out; till at length, he is 
jerked out of his honesty, and his constituents out of 
their freedom. 

Couar, Ay ! — Well, 'tis a wonder, that, with sucH 
sort of hobby-horses as these, they should still outride 
all the worldy to the goal of glory. 
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Vin. This is all cantabile ; nothing to do with tho 
subject of the piece, which is Donna Olivia ; — pray 
give me the key note to her heart. 

Cctsar. Upon my word, signor^ to speak in your own 
phrase, 1 believe that note has never yet been sound- 
ed. — Ah! 'here she domes! look at her. — Isn't she a 
fine girl ? 

Vin. Touching! Musical I'll be sworn! her very 
air is harmonious ! 

Cctsar, [Aside.] I wish thou may'st find her tongue 
•o. 

Enter Olivia, courtesies profoundly to each. 

Daughter, receive Don Vincentio — ^his rank, fortune, 
and merit, entitle him to the heiress of a grandee ; 
but he is contented to become my son-in-law, if you 
can please him. [Olivia courtesies again, 

Vin, Please me ! she entrances me ! Her presence 
thrills me like a cadenza of PachierottiV, and every 
nerve vibrates to the music of her looks. 

Her step andante gently nuroes. 

Pianos glance from either eye ; 
Oh how larghetto is the heart 

That charms so forte can defy ! 

Donna Olivia, will you be contented to receive me as 
a lover ? 

Oliv, Yes, sir — No, sir. 

Vin. Yes, sir ! no, sir ! bewitching timidity ! 

Cctsar. Yes, sir, she's remarkably timid. — She's in 
the right cue, I see. [Aside, 

Vin, Tis clear you have never travelled — 1 shall 
be delighted to show you England. — You will there 
see how entirely timidity is banished the sex. You 
must affect a marked characteri and maintain it at 
all hazards. 



SCENE III.] A BOLD STROKE FOR A HUSBAND. S3 

Oliv. *Tis a very fine day, sir. 

Vin, Madam ! 

Oliv. I caught a sad cold the other evening. — Pray, 
was you at the ball last night? 

Vin. What ball, fair lady ? 

Oliv. Bless me I they say, Lucinda has run awa^ 
with her footman, and Don Philip has married his 
house-maid. Now am 1 not very agreeable ? 

[Apart to Don C^sar. 

Cmar. Oh, such perverse obedience ! 

Vin. Really, madam, I have not the honour to 
know Don Philip and Lucinda — nor am I happy 
enough, entirely to comprehend you. 

Oliv. No! 1 only meant to be agreeable — but, per- 
l^aps, you have no taste for pretty little small talk ? 

Vin. Pretty little small talk ! 

Oliv. A marked character you admire ; so do I, I 
dote on it. — I would not resemble the rest of the 
world in any thing. 

Vin. My taste to the fiftieth part of a crotchet !— 
We shall agree admirably when we are married. 

Oliv, And that will be unlike the res,t of the world, 
and therefore, charming ! 

Ccesar. [Aside.] It will do! I have hit her humour 
at last. Why didn't this young dog oflfer himself be- 
fore ? 

Oliv. I believe, I have the honour to carry my taste 
that way, farther than you, Don Vincentio. Pray, 
now, what is your usual style in living ? 

Vin. My winters I spend in Madrid, as other peo* 
pie do. My summers I dn^wl through at my cas- 
tle 

Oliv. As other people do ! — and yet you pretend to 
taste and singularity, ha ! ha ! ha ! Good Don Vin- 
centio, never talk of a marked character again. Go 
into the country in July, to smell roses and woodbines, 
when every body regales on their fragrance ! Now, I 
would rusticate only in winter, and my bleak castle 
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should be decorated with verdure and flowers, amidst 
the soft zephyrs of December. 

Cotsar. [Atide,'] Oh, she'll go too far ! 

Olio. On the leafless trees I would hang green' ' 
branches — the labour of silk wovms,- and, therefore, 
natural ; whilst my rose shrubs and myrtles should be 
scented by the first perfumers in Italy. Unnatural, 
indeed, but, therefore, singular and striking. 

Vm Ob, charming ! You beat me, where I thought 
myself the strongest. Would they but establish news- 
papers here, to paragraph our singularities, we should 
be the most envied couple in Spain! 

Ccesar. [Aside*] By St. Antony, he is as mad as she' 
is4 

Vin, What say you, Don Caesar ? Olivia, and her • 
winter garden, and I and my music. 

O/fv. Music, did' you say f Music ! I am passion- 
ately fond of that ! 

Ccesar, She has saved my life ! I thought she was 
going to knock down his hobby-horse. [Aside. 

Vin, You enchant me ! 1 have the finest band in "^ 
Miadrid — ^My first violin draws a longer bow than Gi- 

ardini ; my clarinets, my viol de gamba^ Oh, you « 

shall have such concerts ! 

Oiiv. Concerts! Pardon me there — -My passion is a - 
single instrument. 

Vin, That's carrying singularity very far indeed ! I 
love a crash ; so does every body of taste. 

Oliv, But my taste isn't like every body's; my nerves 
are so pai*ticular)y fine, that more than one instrument 
overpowers them. 

Vin, Pray tell me the name of that one : I am sure 
it miMt be the most elegant and captivating in the 
world. — I am impatient to know it. — We'll have no 
other instrument in Spain, and I will study to become 
its master, that I may woo you with its music. 
Charming Olivia ! tell me, is it a harpsichord ? a pi- 
ano forte? a pentachord? a harp? 
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OUv, You have it, you have it; a harp — yes/ia 
Jew's harp is to me, the only instrument. Are you 
not charmed with the delightful h — u — m of its base, 
running on the ear, like the distant rumble of a state 
coach ? It presents the idea of vastncss and importance 
to the mind. The moment you are its master — 111 
give you my hand. 

Vin, Da capo, madam, da capo ! a Jew's harp ! 

OUv. Bless me, sir, don't I tell you so ? Violins chill 
'me; clarinets, by sympathy, hurt my lungs; and, in- 
stead of maintaining a band under my roof, I woiiki 
not keep a servant, who knew a bassoon from a flule, 
or could tell, whether he heard ajigg, or a canzo- 
nctta. 
" Ccesar. Oh thou perverse one ! you know you lOve 
concerts — ^you know you do. [In great Agitation, 

Oliv.'l detest them! It's vulgar custom that at- 
taches people to the sound pf fifty different instru- 
ments at once ; 'twould be as well to talk on the same 
subject, in fifty different tongues. A' band ; 'tis a 
mere olio of sound I I'd rather listen to a three-string- 
ed guitar, serenading a sempstress in some neighbour- 
ing garret. 

Ccesar. Oh you Don Vincentio, this is nothing 

but perverseness, wicked perverstness. Hussy!— 
didn't you shake, when you mentioned a garret? didn't 
bread and water, and a step-mother come into your 
head at the same time? 

Vine, Piano, piano," good sir! Spare yourself all 
farther trouble. Should the Princiss of Guzzarat, 
•and all her diamond mines, offer themselves, I would 
not accept them, in lieu of my band — a band, that has 
half ruined me to collect. I would have allowed 
Donna Olivia a blooming garden in winter; I would 
even, have procured barrenness and snow for her in the 
dog-days ; but, to have my band insulted ! — to have 
my knowledge in music slighted ! — to be roused from 
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all the energies of composition, by the drone of a Jew's 
harp ! I cannot breathe under the idea. 
Casar, Then — then you refuse her, sir ? 
Vin, I cannot use so harsh a word — I take my 
leave of the lady — Adieu, madam — 1 leave you to en- 
joy your solos, whibt I fly to the raptures of a crash* 

[ExU. 

[Casar goes up to her^ and looks her ih the 

Face ; them goes qg^withtmi speaking, 

OUv* Mercy ; that silent anger is terrifying : I read 

a young mother-in-law, andim old lady abbess, in ev6* 

ry line of his face. 

En^er Victoria. 

Well, you heard the whole, I suppose — heard poor 
unhappy me scorned and rejected. 

Vict, I heard you in imminent danger ; and expect- 
ed Stgnor Da Capo would have snapped you up, in 
spite of caprice and extravagance. 

Oliv, Oh, they charmed, instead of scaring him. 
I soon found, that my only chance was to fall across 
his caprice. Where is the philosopher who could 
withstand that? 

Fict. But what, my good cousin, does all this tend 
to? 

Oliv, I dare say you can guess. Penelope had ne- 
ver cheated her lovers with a never-ending web, had 
she not had an Ulysses. 

Fict, An Ulysses ! what, are you then married ? 

Oliv, O no, not yet 1 but, believe me, my design is 
not to lead apes ; nor is my heart an icicle. If you 
chuse to know more, put on your veil, and slip with 
me through the garden, to the Prado. 

Fict. I can't, indeed. I am this moment going to 
dress en homme^ to visit the impatient Portuguese* 

Oliv. Send an excuse; for, positively, you go with 
me. Heaven and earth ! I am going to meet a man ! 
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whom, I have been fool enough, to dream and think 
of these two years^ and I don't know that ever he 
thought of me in his life. 

Vict. Two years discovering that ? 

Oliv. He has been abroad. The only time I ever 
saw him was at the Duchess of Medina's — there 
were a thousand people ; and he was so elegant, so 
careless, so handsome ! — In a word, though he set off 
for France the next morning, by some witchcraft or 
other, he has been before my eyes ever since. 

Vict. Was the impression mutual ? 

Oliv. He hardly noticed me. I was then a bashful 
thing, just out of a convent, and shrunk from obser- 
vation. 

Vict. Why, I thought you were going to meet 
him. 

Oliv. To be sure; I sent him a command this 
morning, to be at the Prado. 1 am determined to 
find out if his heart is engaged, and if it is 

Vict. You'll cross your arms, and crown your brow 
with willows ? 

Oliv. No, positively ; not whilst we have myrtles. 
I would prefer Julio, 'tis true, to all his sex ; but if he 
is stupid enough to be insensible to me, i shan't^ for 
that reason, pine like a girl, on chalk and oatmeal. — 
No, no ; in that case, I shall form a new plan, and 
treat my future lovers with more civility. 

Vict. You are the only woman in love, I ever heard 
talk reasonably. 

Oliv, Well, prepare for the Prado, and 111 give you 
a lesson against your days of widowhood. Don't yqu 
wish this the moment, Victoria ? A pretty widow at 
four-and-twenty has more subjects, and a wider em- 
pire, than the first monarch upon earth. I long to 
see you in your weeds. 

Vict. Never may .you see them! Oh, Olivia! my 
happiness, my life, depend on my husband. The fond 

£ ■ 
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hope of still being united to him^ gives me spirits in 
my afiSiction, and enables me to support even the pe- ^ 
riod of his neglect with patience. [Examt. 



ACT THE THIRD. 



SCEKS X. 



A long Street. 



Julio enters from a Garden Gate, with precipitation; 
a Servant within, fastens the Gate: 

Ju&o. Yes, yes, bar the gate fast, Cerberus, lest 
some other curious traveller should stumble on your 
confines. — If ever I am so caught again — 

Garcia enters, going hastily across, Julio seizes 

him. 

Don Garcia, never make love to a woman in a veil. 

Gar. Why so, pr ythee ? Veils and secrecy are the 
chief ingredients in a Spanish amour ; but in two 
years, Julio, thou art grown absolutely French. 

Jtdio. That may be ; but if ever I trust to a veil 
again, may no lovely, blooming beauty ever trust me. 
Why dost know, I have been an hour at the feet of a 
creature, whose first birth-day must have been kept 
the latter end of the last century^ and whose trera- 
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bling, weak voice, I mistook for the timid cadence of 
bashful fifteen! 

Gar. Hal ha! ha! What a happiness to have seen 
thee in thy raptures, petitioning for hd,1f a glance on- 
ly, of the charms the envious veil concealed ! 

Juiio. Yes; and when she unveiled her Gothic 
countenance, to render the thing completely ridicu- 
lous, she began moralizing; and positively would 
not let me out of the snare, till I had jpersuaded her 
she had worked a conversion, and tha|^1'd never make 
love — but in an honest way, again. - 

Gar, Oh, that honest way of love-making is de- 
lightful, to be sure ! I had a dose of it this morning ; 
but, happily, the ladies have not yet learned to veil 
their tempers, though they have their faces. 

Enter DonVincentio. 

Vin, Julio! Garcia! congratulate me! — Such an 
escape! 

Jtdio. What have you escaped 9 

Fin. Matrimony. 

Gar. Nay, then our congratulations may be mu- 
tual. I have had a matrimonial escape too, this vtvrv 
day. I was almost on the brink of the ceremony witn 
tne veriest Xantippe ! 

Fin. Oh, that was not my case — mine was a sweet 
creature, all elegance, all life. 

Julio. Then where's the cause of congratulation ? 

Fin. Cause ! why she's ignorant of music ! prefers 
a jig to a canzonetta, and a Jew's harp to a penta* 
chord. 

Gar. Had my nymph no other fault, I would par- 
don that, (or she' was lovely and rich. 

Fin. Mine, too, was lovely and rich ; and, Y\\ be 
sworn, as ignorant of scolding, as of the gama ! — but 
not to know music ! 

Julio. Gentle, lovely, and rich ! and ignorant on- 
ly of music ? 



_ /« 
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Gar. A venial crime indeed ! if ike sweet creature 
will marry me, she shall carry a Jew's harp always in 
her train, as a Scotch laird does his bagpipes. I wbh 
you'd give me y»jur interest. 

Vin, Oh, most willingly, if thou hast so gross an in- 
clination ; ni name thee as a duU-souled, largo fel- 
low, to her father, Don Caesar. 

Gar. Caesar ! what Don Caesar ? 

Vin. De Zuniga. 

Gar. Impossible ! 

Vin. Oh, ril answer for her mother. So much is 
Don Zuniga, her father, that he does not know a se- 
mibreve from a culverin ! 

Gar. The name of the lady? 

Vin. Olivia. 

Gar. Why, you must be mad — that's my terma- 
gant ! 

Vin. Termagant ! — ha I ha ! ha ! Thou hast cer- 
tainly some vixen of a mistress, who infects thy ears 
towards the whole sex. Olivia is timid and elegant. 

Gar. By Juno^ there never existed such a scold! 

Vin. By Orpheus, there never was a gayer temper- 
ed creature! — Spirit enough to be charming, that's all. 
If she loved harmony, I'd marry her to-morrow. 

Julio. Ha ! ha ! what a ridiculous jangle I 'Tis evi- 
dent you speak of two different women. 

Gar. I speak of Donna Olivia, heiress to Don Cae- 
sar de Zuniga. 

Vin. I speak of the heiress of Don Caesar de Zu- 
niga, who is called Donna Olivia- 
Gar. Sir, I perceive you mean to insult me. 

Vin. Your perceptions are very rapid, sir, but if 
you chuse to think so, I'll settle that point with you 
immediately : But, for fear of consequences. Til fly 
home, and add the last bar to my concerto, and then 
meet you where you please. 

Julio. Pho! this is evidently misapprehension. 



V 
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To clear the matter up, FlI visit the lady, if you'll 
introduce me, Vincentio ; — but you shall both pro- 
mise to be governed in this dispute, by my decision. 
. Vin. 1*11 introduce you with joy, if youll try to 
persuade her of the necessity of music,- and the 
charms of harmony. 

Gar. Yes, she needs that ^Youll find her all jar 

and discord. 

JtUio. Come, no more, Garcia ; thou art but a sort 
of male vixen thyself. Melodious Vincentio, when 
shall I expect you ? 

Vin. This evening. 

Julio. Not this evening ; I have engaged to meet a 
goldfinch in a -grove — then I shall have music, you 
rogue ! 

Vin. It won't sing at night. 

Julio. Then Fll talk to it till the morning, and hear 
it pour out its matins to the rising sun. Call on me 
to-morrow ; I'll then attend you to Donna Olivia, and 
declare faithfully the impression her character makes 
on me. — Come, Garcia, I must not leave you together, 
lest his crotchets, and your minums, should fall into 
a crash of discords. [Exeunt f opposite Sides. 



SCENE n. 



The Prado. 



Enter Don Carlos. 



Car. All hail to the powers of burgundy ! Three 
flasks to my own share ! What sorrows can stand 
against three flasks of burgundy f I was a damned 

K 3 
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melancholy fellow this> mornings going to shoot my- 
self, to get rid of my troubles. — Where are my trou- 
bles now ? Gone to the moon, to look for my wits ; 
and there, I hope, they'll remain together, if one can- 
not come back without t'other. But where is this in 
dolent dog, Julio? He fit to receive appointments 
from ladies ! Sure I have not missed the hour — No, 
but seven yet — [Looking at his IVatchJ] — Seven's the 
hour, by all the joys of burgundy ! The rogue must 
be here — let's reconnoitre. 

Enter Victoria and OLiviii, veiled, from the top. 

OHv. Positively, mine's a pretty spark, to let me be 
first at the place of appointment. I have half resolv* 
ed to go home again, to punish him. 

Vict, ril answer for its being but half a resolution 
— to make it entire would be, to punish yourself. — 
There's a solitary man — Is not that he? 

OHv. I think not. If he'd please to turn his face 
this way 

Vict. Thai's impossible, while the loadstone is the 
other way. He is looking at the woman in the next 
walk — Can't you disturb him ? 

OHv. [Screams.] Oh! a frightful frog! 

[Carlos turns. 

Vict. Heavens, 'lis my husband ! 

OHv. Your husband ! Is that Don Carlos ? 

Vict. It is indeed. 

OHv. Why, really, now I see the man, I don*t won- 
der that you are in no hurry for your weeds. He is 
moving towards us. 

Vict. I cannot speak to him, and yet my soul dies 
to meet him. 

Car. Pray, lady, what occasioned that pretty 
scream ? I shrewdly suspect it was a trap. 

OHv. A trap ! ha ! ha ! ha 1 — a trap for you ! 

Car* Why not, madam ? Zounds, a man six feet 
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high, and three flasks of burgundy in his head, is 
worth laying a trap for. 

Oliv. Yes, unless he happens to be trapped before. 
Tis about two years since you was caught, 1 take it — 
Do keep farther off ! — Odious ! a married man ! 

Car, The devil ! Is it posted under every saint in 
the street, that I am a married man ? 

Oliv, No, you carry the marks about you ; t(iat 
rueful phiz could never belong to a bachelor. — Be- 
sides, there's an odd appearance on your temples — 
does your hat sit easily ? 

Car» By all the thorns of matrimony, if 

Oliv, Poor man ! how natural to swear by what 
one feels — but why were you in such haste to gather 
the thorns of matrimony ? Bless us ! had you but 
looked about you a little, what a market might 
have been made of that fine, proper, promising person 
of yours ! 

Car, Confound thee, confound thee ! If thou art a 
wife, may thy husband plague thee with jealousies, 
and thou never be able to give him cause for them ; 
and if thou art a maid, may'st thou be an old one ! 
[Going, meets Don Julio.] Oh, Julio, look not that 
way ; there's a tongue will stun thee ! 

Julio, Heaven be praised ! I love female prattle'* 
A woman's tongue can never scare me. Which of 
these two goldfinches makes the music ? 

Car, Oh, this is as silent as a turtle — \Taking Vic- 
toria's Hand,] — only coos now and then. — Perhaps 
you don*t hate a married man, sweet one ? 

Vict, You guess right ; I love a married man.. 

Car, Hah, say'st thou so ? wilt thou love me ? 

Vict, Will you let me ? 

Car, Let thee, my charmer! how 111 cherish thee 
for't ! — What would I not give for thy heart! 

Vict. I demand a price, that, perhaps, you cannot 
give — I ask unbounded love ; but you have a wife* 
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Car, Andy therefore, the readier to love every other 
woman ; 'tis jn your favour, child. 

Vice. Will you love roe ever ? 

Car. Ever ! yes, ever; till we find each other doll 
company, and yawn, and talk of our neighbours for 
arousement. 

Vict. Farewell ! I suspected you to be a bad chap- 
man, and that you would not reach my terms. 

[GoiKg. 

Car. Nay, 1*11 come to your terms, if I can ; — but 
move this way; I am fearful of that wood-pecker at 
your elbow — should she begin again, her noise will 
scare all the pretty loves that are playing about my 
heart. Don't turn your head towards them ; if you 
like to listen to love tales, you'll meet fond pairs 
enough in this walk. [Forcing htr gently off. 

Julio. 1 really believe, though you deny it, that you 
are my destiny — that is, you fated me hither. See, is 
not this your mandate ? 

[Taking a Letter from his Pocket. 

Oliv. Oh, delightful ! the scrawl of some chamber- 
maid : or, perhaps, of your valet, to give you an air. 
What is it signed ? Marriatornes ? Tomasa ? Sancha ? 

Julio. Nay, now I am convinced the letter is 
yours, since you abuse it : so you may as well con- 
fess? 

Oliv. Suppose I should, you can't be sure that I do 
not deceive you. 

Julio. True ; but there is one point in which I have 
made a vow not to be deceived ; therefore, the pre- 
liminary is, that you throw off your veil. 

Oliv. My veil! 

Julio. Positively ! if you reject this article, our ne- 
gociation ends. 

Oliv. You have no right to offer articles, unless you 
own yourself conquered. 

Julio. I ovm myself willing to be coivquered, and 
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have, therefore^ a right to make the best terms I can. 
Do you accede to the demand ? 

Oliv. Cjertainly not. 

JuUo. You had better. 

Oliv. I protest I will not, 

Julio. \^Aside,\ My life upon't, I make you. Why, 
madam, how absurd this is! — yet, 'tis of no conse* 
quence, for I know your features, as well as though I 
saw them. 

Oliv. How can that be ? 

Julio. I judge of what you hide, by what I see — I 
could draw your picture. 

OUv. Charming ! pray begin the portrait. 

Julio. Imprimis, a i>road high forehead, rounded 
at the top, like an old-fashioned gateway. 

Oliv. Oh, horrid! 

Julio, Little grey eyes, a sharp nose, and hair, the 
colour of rusty prunella. 

Oliv. Odious! 

Julio. Pale cheeks, thin lips, and 

OUv. Hold, hold, thou villifier! [Throws off her 
Veily he sinks on one Knee.] There ! yes, kneel in con* 
trition for your malicious libel. 

Julio. Say, rather, in adoration. What a charm* 
ing creature ! 

Oliv. So, now for what lies on the other side. 

Julio. A forehead formed by the Graces; hair, 
'which Cupid wuuld steal for his bow-strings, were ha 
not engaged in shooting through those sparkling hazel 
circlets, which nature has given you for eyes; lips ! 
that 'twere a sin to call so ; they are fresh gathered 
rose leaves, with the fragrant morning dew, still hang- 
ing on their rounded surface. 

Oliv. Is that extemporaneous, or ready cut, for 
every woman who takes off her veil to you ? 

Julio. I believe, 'tis not extemporaneous; for na» 
ture, when she finished you, formed the sentiment in 
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my heart, and there it has been hid, till you, for whom 
it was formed, called it into words. 

Oliv. Suppose I should understand, from all this, 
that you have a mind to be in love with me ; would 
not you be finely caught ? 

JiUio. Charmingly caught! if you'll let me under- 
stand, at the same time, that you have a mind to be 
in love with me. 

Oliv. In love with a man I Heavens ! I never loved 
any thing but a squirrel ! 

Jnlio, Make me your squirrel — FU put on your 
chain, and gambol and play for ever at your side. 

Oliv. But suppose you sinould have a mind to break 
the chain ? 

Julio. Then loosen it ; for, if once that humour 
seizes me, restraint won't cure it. Let me spring and 
bound at liberty, and when I return to my lovely mis- 
tress, tired of all but her, fasten me again to your gir- 
die, and kiss me while you chide. 

Oliv. Your servant — to encourage you to leave me 
again? 

Jnlio. No ; to make returning to you, the strong- 
est attraction of my life. Why are you silent f 

OUv, I am debating, whether to be pleased or dis- 
pleased, at what you have said. 

JuUo. Well? 

ORv. You shall know when I have determined. 
My friend and yours are approaching this way, and 
they must not be interrupted. 

Julio. Twould be barbarous — well retire as far off 
as you please. 

Oliv. But we retire separately, sir; that lady is a 
woman of honour, and this moment of the greatest 
importance to her. You may, however, conduct me 
to the gate, on condition that you leave me instantly. 

Julio. Leave her instantly — oh, then I know my 
cue. [Exit together^ at top. 
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Enter Carlos, follo;tO€d by Victoria, unveiled,. 

Car. [Looking back on Aer.] My wife ! 

Vict. Oh, Heavens ! I will veil myself again, I 
will hide my face for ever from you, if you will still 
feast my ears with those soft vows, which, a moment 
since, you poured forth so eagerly. 

Car. My wife ! — making love to my own wife! 

Vkt, Why should one of the dearest moments. of 
my life, be to you so displeasing? 

Car. So, I am caught in this snare, by way of 
agreeable surprise, I suppose. 

Vict. 'Would you could think it so ! 

Car, No, madam ! by Heaven, 'tis a surprise fatal 
to every hope, with which you may have flattered 
yourself. What! am 1 to be followed, haunted, 
watched? 

Vict, Not to upbraid you. I followed you be- 
cause my castle without you, seemed a dreary desert. 
Indeed, I will never upbraid you. 

Car. Generous assurance ! never upbraid me — no, 
by Heavens I I'll take care you never shall. She has 
touched my soul, but I dare not yield to the impres* 
sion. Her softness is worse than death to me! 

[Aiide. 

Vict. 'Would I could find words to please you ! 

Car. You cannot; therefore leave roe, orsufiShme 
to go, without attempting to follow me. 

Vict. Is it possible you can be so barbarous ? 

Car. Do not expostulate ; your first vowed duty is 
obedience — that word so grating to your sex. 

. Vict. To me it was never grating ; to obey you has 
been my joy ; even now I will not dispute your will, 
though I feel, for the first time, obedience hateful. 
[Going, and then turning back^ Oh, Carlos ! my dear 
Carlos ! I go, but my soul remains with you. [Exit^ 

Car. Oh, horrible! had I not taken this harsh mea* 
sure, I must have killed myself; for how could I tell 
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her that I have made her a beggar ? better she should L 
hate, detest me, than that my tenderness should give 
her a prospect of felicity, which now she can never 
taste. Oh, wine-created spirit ! where art thou now? 
Madness, return to me again ! for reason presents me 
nothing but despair* 

Enter 3 xjLiOy from the top* 

Julio. Carlos, who the devil can they be? my 
charming little witch was inflexible. I ' hope yours 
has been more communicative. 

Car. Folly! Nonsense! 

Julio. Folly ! Nonsense! What, a pretty woman's 
smile! —but you married fellow« have neither taste nor 

joy- 
Car. Pshaw ! [Exit, 
Julio. Pshaw ! that's a husband ! Humph — suppose 
my fair one should want to debase me into such an 
animal ; she can't have so much villany in her dis- 
position : and yet, if she should ? pho! it won't bear 
thinking about. If I do so mad a thing, it must be 
as cowards fight, without daring to reflect on the dan- 
ger. [Exit, 



SCENE III. 



Jin Apartment in the House of Don Vasquez, 
Marcella's Father. 



Enter Don C-ksar and Don Vasquez. 
CiJBsar. Well, Don Vasquez, and a ^you- 



then I say, you have a mind that I should marry your 
c/aughter? 
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Vasq, It is sufficient, signor, that you have signified 
to us your intention — my daughter shall prove her 
gratitude, in her attention to your felicity. 

Ccesar. Egad, now it comes to the push ! [Jside.} 
hem, hem! — but just nineteen, you say? 
Vasq. Exactly, the eleventh of last, month. 
Ccesar* Pity it was not twenty. 
Vasq, Why, a year can make no difference, I should 
think. 

Ccesar. O, yes it does, a year's a great deal ; they 
are so skittish at nineteen. 

Vasq. Those who are skittish at nineteen, I fear, 
you won't find much mended at twenty. . Marcella 
is very grave, and a pretty little, plump, fai r 

Ccesar. Ay, fair again! pity she isn't brown, or olive 
— I like your olives. 

Vasq, Brown and olive! you are very whimsical, 
my old friend ! 

Ccesar. Why, these fair girls are so stared at by the 
men; atid the young fellows, now-a-days, have a 
damned impudent stare with them — 'tis very abash- 
ing to a woman — very distressing! 

Vdsq. Yes, so it is ; but happily their distress is of 
that nature, that it generally goes off in a simper. 
But come, Fll send Marcella to you, and she will — 

Ccesar. No, no, stay my good friend. [Gasping.^ 
You are in a violent hurry ! 

Vasq. Why, truly, signor, at our time of life, when 
we determine to marry, we have no time to lose. 

Ccesar. Why, that's very true, and so — oh ! St. An- 
tony, now it comes to the point — but there can be no 
harm in looking at her — a look won't bind us for bet- 
ter for worse. [Aside.] Well, then, if you have a 
mind, I say, you may let me see her. 

[Exit Vasquez. 
[Ccesar Puts an his Spectacles.] Ay, here she comes 
*^I hear her— trip, trip, trip ! I don't like that step. 

jr 
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A woman shoald always tread steadily, with dignity^ 
it awes the men. 

Enter Vasquez, leading Marcella. 

Vasq. There, Marcella, behold your future hus- 
band ; and remember, that your kindness to him, will 
be the standard of your duty to me. [Exit. 

Mar. Oh, Heavens l [Aside. 

Ccesar. Somehow, I am afraid to look round. 

Mar. Surely he does not know that I am here! 

[Cougis gentfy, 

Casar. So, she knows how to give an item, I find. 

Mar. Pray, signor, have you any commands for 
me? 

Ccesar. Hum ! — not nonpluss'd at all ! [Looh 
around.] Oh ! that eye, I don't like that eye. 

Mar. My father commanded me 

Ccesar, Yes, I know — I know. [To her."] Why, 
now I look again, there is a sort of a modest — Oh, 
that smile ; that smile will never do. [Aside. 

Mar, I understand, signor, that you have demand- 
ed my hand in marriage. 

Ccesar. Upon my word, plump to the point ! [Aside^ 
Yes, I did a sort of — I can't say but that I did 

ilfar. I am not insensible of the honour you do me, 
sir, but — but 

Ccesar. But !— What, don't you like the thoughts of 
the match ? 

Mar. Oh, yes, sir, yes — exceedingly. I dare not 
say no. [Aside. 

Ccesar. Oh, you do — exceedingly ! What, I sup- 
pose, child, your head is full of jewels, and finery, and 
eq ui page ? [ With ill humour. 

Mar. No, indeed, sir. 

Ccesar. No, what then ? what sort of a life do you 
expect to lead, when you are my wife ? what plea* 
sures d'ye look forward to ? 

Mar. None, 
4 
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Ccesar. Hey ! 

Mar. 1 shall obey my father, sir; I shall marry 
you ; but I shall be most wretched ! [Weeps, 

Ccesar. Indeed ! 

Mar, There is not a fate I would not prefer ; — but 
pardon me ! 

CcBsar. Go on, go on, I never was better pleased. 

Mar, Pleased at my reluctance ! 

Ccesar. Never, never better pleased in my life ; — so 
you had really, now, you young baggage, rather have 
me for a grandfather, than a husband ? 

Mar. Forgive my frankness, sir — a thousand times ! 

Ccesar. My dear girl, let me kiss your hand. — 
Egad ! you've let me off charmingly. I was frighten- 
ed out of my wits, lest you should have taken as vio- 
lent an inclination to the match, as your father 
bas. 

Mar. Dear sir, you charm me. 

C(esar, But harkye ! — ^you'll certainly incur your 
father s anger, if I don't take the refusal entirely on 
myself, which I will do, if you'll only assist me in 
a little business I have in hand. 

Mar. Any thing to show my gratitude. 

Ccesar. You must know, I can't get my daughter to 
marry — there's nothing on earth will drive her to it, 
but the dread of a mother-in-law. Now, if you will 
let it appear to her, that you and I are driving to the 
goal of matrimony, I believe it will do — what say 
you ? shall we be lovers in play ? 

Mar. If you are sure it will be only in play. 

Ccesar. Oh, my life upon't — but we must be very 
fond, you know. 

Mar. To be sure — exceedingly tender; ha! ha! 
ha! 

Catsar. You must smile upon me, now and then, 
roguishly ; and slide your hand into mine, when you 
are sure she sees you, and let me pat your cheeky 
and 

? % 
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Man Ohy no farther^ pray; that will be quite suf- 
AcVenU 

Ccuar. Gad, I begin to take a fancy to your rogue's 
face, now Tm in no danger ; mayn't we — mayn't we 
salute sometimes, it will seem infinitely more natural. 

Mar. Never! such an attempt would make me fly 
off at once. 

Cctsar, Well, you must be lady governess in this bu- 
siness. I'll go home, now, and fret madam, about 
her young mother-in-law — By*e, sweeting ! 

Mar. By'e, charmer ! 

Cctsar. Oh, bless its pretty eyes ! [Exit. 

Mar» Bless its pretty spectacles ! ha ! ha ! ha ! 
enter into a league with a cross old father against a 
daughter ! why, how could he suspect roe capable qf 
so much treachery ? 1 could not answer it to my 
conscience. No, no, Til acquaint Donna Olivia with 
the plot; and, as in duty bound, we'll turn our arms 
against Don Caesar. [Exit. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



8C£KB !• 



DONKA LaUBa's. 



Enter Donna Lauba and Pedbo. 

Laura. Well, Pedro, hast thou seen Don Florio ? 
Fed. Yes, Donna. 
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Laura. How did he look when he read my letter ? 

Ped, Mortal well; I never see'd him look better— 
he'd got on a new cloak, and a 

Laura. Pho, blockhead ! did he look pleased ? did 
he kiss my name ? did he press the billet to his bo- 
som with all the warmth of love ? 

Ped. No, he didn't warm it that way; but he did 
another, for he put it into the fire.' 

Laura. How ! 

Ped. Yes, and when I spoke, he started, for, I think, 
he had forgot that I was by — so, says he, go hom« 
and tell Donna Laura, I fly to her presence. 

[She waves her Hand for him to go. 

Laura. Is it possible? so contemptuously to destroy 
the letter, in which my whole heart overflowed with 
tenderness ! Oh, how idly I talk ! he is here: his very 
voice pierces my heart ! 1 dare not meet his eye thus 
discpmposed ! [Exit, 

J^ter Victoria, in Men's Clothes, preceded hy 

Sa^cha. 

San. I will inform my mistress that you are here, 
Don Florio ; 1 thought she had been in this apart- 
ment. [Exit, 

Vict. Now must I, with a mind torn by anxieties, 
once more assume the lover of my husband's mistress 
— of the woman, who has robbed me of his heart, and 
his children of their fortune, Sure my task is hard. 
Oh, love ! Oh, married love, assist me ! If I can, by 
any art, obtdn from her that fatal deed, I shall save 
my little ones from ruin, and then — But I hear her 
step. [Jgitatedy pressing her Hand on her Bosom.] — 
There ! I have hid my griefs within my heart, and, 
now for all the impudence of an accomplished cava- 
lier ! [Si$igs an air, sets her Hatin the Glass, dances a 
fev) Steps, SfC, then runs to Laura, and seizes her 
Hand.] My lovely Laura ! 
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Laura. That look speaks Laura loved, as well ai . 
lovely. 

Vici, To be sure! Petrarch immortalized his Laan 
by his verses, and mine shall be immortal in my pas- 
sion. 

Laura, Oh, Florio, how deceitful! I know not 
what enchantment binds me to thee. 
Vict. Me 1 my dear ! is all this to me ? 

[Playing cartUssly with the Feather in her Hat* 
Xoura. Yes, ingrate, thee! 

Vict. Positively, Laura, you have these extrava-' 
gancies so often, 1 wonder my passion can stand them. 
To be plain, those violences in your temper may make 
a pretty relief in the flat of matrimony, child, but they 
do not suit that state of freedom which is necessary to 
my happiness. It was by such destructive arts as 
these you cured Don Carlos of his love. 

Laura. Cured Don Carlos ! Oh, Florio ! wert thou 
but as he is? 

Vict. Why, you don't pretend he loves you still ? 

[Eagerly. 
Laura. Yes, most ardently and truly. 
Vict Hah I 

IjQura. If thou wouldst persuade me that thy pas- 
sion is real, borrow his words, his looks ; be a hypo- 
crite one dear moment, and speak to me in all the 
pbrcnzy of that love, which warms the heart of Carlos. 
Vict. The heart of Carlos I 

Laura. Hah, that seemed a jealous pang — it gives 
my hopes new life. [Aside.] Yes, Florio, he, indeed, 
knows what it is to love. For me he forsook a beau- 
teous wife; nay, and with me he would forsake his 
country. 

Viet. Villain I Villain! 

Laura. Nay, let not the thought distress you 
thus; — ^Carlos, I despise — he is the weakest of man- 
kind. 
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Vict. Tis false, madam, you cannot despise him. — 
Carlos the weakest of mankind ! Heavens ! what wo- 
man could resist him? Persuasion sits on his tongue, 
and love, almighty love, triumphant in his eyes! 

Laura. This is strange ; you speak of your rival 
with the admiration of a mistress. 

Vict. Laura! it is the fate of jealousy, as well as 
love, to see the charms of its object, increased and 
heigntened. I am jealous —jealous to distraction, of 
Don Carlos; and cannot taste peace, unless you'll 
swear never to see him more. 

Laura, I swear, joyfully swear, never to behold or 
speak to him again. When, dear youth, shall we re^ 
tire to Portugal ? — We are not safe here. 

Vict. You know I am not rich. — You must first 
sell the lands my rival gave you. 

[Observing her with apprehension. 

Lama. Tis done — I have found a purchaser, and 
to-morrow the transfer will be finished. 

Vict, [Aside!] Ah ! I have now. then nothing to 
trust to but the ingenuity of Gasper. There is reason 
to fear Don Carlos had no right in that estate, with 
which you supposed yourself endowed. 

Laura. No right ! what can have given you those 
suspicions ? 

Vict. A conversation with Juan, his steward—' 
who assures me that his master never had an estate in 
Leon. 

Laura. Never! what not by marriage? 

Vict. Juan says so. 

Laura. My blood runs cold; can I have taken 
pains to deceive myself? — Could I think so, 1 should 
be mad I 

Vict. These doubts may soon be annihilated, or 
confirmed to certainty. — I have seen Don Sancho, 
the uncle of Victoria; he is now in Madrid. — 
You have told me that he once professed a passion 
for you. 
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Laura, Oh, to excess ; but at that time I had an- 
other object. 

Vict. Have you conversed with him much ? 

Lamra. I never saw him nearer than from my bal- 
cony, where he used to ogle me through a glass, sus- 
pended by a ribbon, like an order of knighthood ; he 
is weak enough to fancy it gives him an air of dis- 
tinction — Ha ! ha ! But where can I find him f I 
must see him. 

Vict. Write him a billet, and I will send it to his 
lodgings. 

Ltmra. Instantly— —Dear Florio, a new prospect 
opens to me — Don Sancho is rich and generous; 
and, by playing on his passions, his fortune may be a 
constant fund to us. — Fli dip my pen in flattery. 

[Exit. 

Vict. Base woman ! how can I pity thee, or regret 
the steps which my duty obliges me to tsike ? For 
ro3r8elf, I would not swerve from the nicest line of 
rectitude, nor wear the shadow of deceit. — But, for 
my children 1 — Is there a parental heart that will not 
pardon me f lExit^ 



SCENE II. 



DOH CiESAR's. 



Enter Olivia and Minettk. 

Oliv. Well, here we are in private — what is this 
charming intelligence of which thou art so full this 
morning ? 

Min. Why, ma'am, as I was in the balcony that 
overlooks Don Ya&<\uez*« ^lax^^Ti^ l^ott^i^ M.Q.Tcella 
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told me, that Don Caesar had last night been to pay 
her a visit previous to their marriage, and — 

Oliv. Their marriage 1 How can you give me the 
intelligence with such a look of joy ? Their marriage ! 
— what will become of me ? 

Min. Dear ma'am ! if youll but have patience.— 
She says, that Don Csesar and she are perfectly 
agreed — 

Oliv, Still with that smirking face ? — I can't have 
patience. 

Min, Then, madam, if you won't let me tell the 

story, please to read it Here's a letter from Donna 

Marcella. 

Oliv, Why did you not give it me at first? 

[Reads. 

Mm, Because I did'nt like to be cut out of my 
story. If orators were obliged to come to the point 
at once, mercy on us ! what tropes and figures we 
should lose ! 

Oliv. Oh, Minette ! I give you leave to smirk 
again — listen. \Read$!\ I am more terrified at the idea 
of becoming your fathers wife, than you are in the eX' 
pectation if a stepmother ; and Don Casar would be as 
loath as either of its. — He only means to frighten you 
into matrimony, and I have, on certain conditions, agreed 
to assist him ; but, whatever you may hear, or see, be 
assured that nothing is so impossible, as that he should 
become the husband of Donna Marcella. — Oh, delight- 
ful girl ! how 1 love her for this ! 

Min, Yes, ma'am ; and if you'd had patience, I 
should have told you that she's now here with Don 
Csesar, in grave debate how to begin the attack; 
which must force you to take shelter in the arms of a 
husband. • 

Oliv, Ah, no matter how they begin it ! Let them 
amuse themselves in raising batteries; my reserved 
fire shall tumble them about their ears, in the mo- 
ment my poor father is singing h.\& W^ W nSknssy^-— r 
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But here come the lovers. —Well, I protest now, six- 
teen and sixty is a very comely sight. — Tis contrast 
gives effect to every thing. — Lud ! how my father 
ogles ! I had no idea he was such a sort of man.— 
I am really afraid he isn't quite so good as he should 
be! 

Enter Don Cjesar, leading Marcell.4. 

Ccesar. H — urn ! Madam looks very placid ; wc 
shall discompose her, or 1 am mistaken. [j4parL] So, 
Olivia, here's Donna Marcella come to visit you— 
though, as matters are, that respect is due from you. 

Oliv. I am sensible of the condescension. — My dear 
ma'am, how very good this is ! [Taking kcr Hand, 

Citiar. Yes, you'll think yourself wonderfully 
obliged, when you know all ! [Aside.] Pray, Donna 
Marcella, what do you think of these apartments ? — 
The furniture and decorations are my daughter's 
taste ; would you wish them to remain, or will you 
give orders to have them changed ? 

Mar. Changed, undoubtedly ; I can have nobody's 
taste govern my apartments but my own. 

Cctsar. Ah, that touches ! — See how she looks! — 
[Apart,] They shall receive your orders. — You un- 
derstand, I suppose, from this, that every thing is 
tixcd on between Donna Marcella and me ? 

Oliv, Yes, sir ; I understand it perfectly ; and it 
gives me infinite pleasure. 

Casar. £h ! pleasure ? 

Oliv, Entirely, sir 

Ccesar, Tol-de-rol ! Ah, that wont do — that won't 
do! You can't hide it. — You are frightened out of ' 
your wits at the thoughts of a mother-in-law; espe- 
cially a young, gay, handsome one. 

Oliv, Pardon me, sir ; the thought of a mother-in- 
law was indeed disagreeable; but her being young 

and gay qualifies it. 1 hope, ma'am, you'll give us 

balls, and the most spirited ^atli^. \ow c«.w't think 
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hovf Stupid wre have been. — Aly dear father hates 
those things ; but 1 hope now — 

Ccesar. Hey ! hey ! hey ! what's the meaning of all 
this ? Why, hussy, don't you know you'll have no 
apartment but the garret ? 

OUv. That will benefit my complexion, sir, by 
mending my health. Tis charming to sleep in an 
elevated situation. 

Cmar. Here ! here's an obstinate perverse slut ! 

OUv. Bless me, sir, are you angry that I look for- 
ward to your marriage without murmuring f 

Cctmr, Yes, I am*— yes, I am ; you ought to mur- 
mur ; and you ought to— to — to 

Oliv, Dear nfe ! I find love, laken up late in life, 
has a bad effect' on the temper. — I wish, my dear 
papa, you had felt the influence of Donna Marcella's 
charms somewhat sooner. 

Cmar. You do! you do! why this must be all put 
on. — This can't be real. 

Oliv. Indeed, indeed it is ; and I protest, your en- 
gagement with thi^ lady has given me more pleasure 
than I have tasted ever since you began to tease me 
about a husband. You seemed determined to have a 
marriage in the family ; and I hope, now, I shall live 
in quiet, with my dear, sweet, young mother-in-law. 

(jcesar. Oh, oh ! [Walking about,] Was there ever — 
She doesn't care for a mother-in-law ! — Can't frighten 
her! 

Oliv. Sure, my fate is very peculiar; that being 
pleased with your choice, and submitting, with hum- 
ble duty, to your will, should be the cause of offence. 

Ccesar, Hussy 1 I don't want you to be pleased 
with my choice — 1 don't want you to submit with 
humble duty to my will. — Where I do want you to 

submit, you rebel: you are a — you are But I'll 

mortify that wayward spirit, yet. 

[Exit Don Cjesar and Marcella. 

Min, W«ll; really ; my master is in a ^iteousii ^^sr 
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sion; he seems more angry at your liking his mar« 
riage, than at your refusing to be married yourself. — 
Wouldn't it have been better, madam, to have affected 
discontent ! 

Oliv. To what purpose, but to lay m3rself open to 
fresh solicitations, in order to get rid of the evil I 
pretended to dread ? Bless us ! nothing can be more 
easy than for my father to be gratified, if he were but 
lucky in the choice of a lover. 

Min, As much as to say, madam, that there is— 
Oliv, Why, yes, as much as to say — I see you are 
resolved to have my secret, Minette, and so — 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. There is a gentleman at the door, madam, 
called Don Julio de Melessina. — He waits on you 
from Don Vincentio. 

OUv, Who ? Don Julio ! it cannot be — art thou 
sure of his name ? 

Serv, The servant repeated it twice. — He is in a 
fine carriage, and seems to be a nobleman. 

Oliv, Conduct him hither. [£jrif Servant.] lam 
astonished ? I cannot see him ! I would not have him 
know the incognita to be Olivia, for worlds ! — There 
is but one way, [Aside,] Minette, ask no questions; 
but do as I order you. — Receive Don Julio \n my 
name; call yourself the heiress of Don Caesar; and 
on no account suffer him to believe that you are any 
thing else. [Exit. 

Min, So, then, this is some new lover she is deter- 
mined to disgust ; and fancies, that making me pass 
for her, will complete it. Perhaps, her ladyship may 
be mistaken, though. — [Looking through the Wing,'] — • 
Upon my word, a sweet man! Oh, lud! my heart 
beats with the very idea of his making love to me, 
even though he takes me for another ! Stay ! I 
think he shan't-find me here — Standing in the middle 
of a room gives one's a^^^aia.uce ao effect. — m enter 
1 
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enter upon him with an easy swim, or an engaging 
trip, or a — something that shall strike — the first 
glance is every thing. " ^ [Exit, 

Enter Don J VLiOy preceded by a Servant, who 

retires. 

Julio, Not here ! The ridiculous dispute between 
Garcia and Vincentio, gives me irresistible curiosity; 
though, if she is the character Garcia describes, I 
expect to be cuffed for my impertinence. — Here she 
comes! — A pretty, little, smiling girl, Yaith, for a 
vixen ! 

Enter Minette, very affectedly. 

Min, Sir, your most obedient humble servant — 
You are Don Julio de Melessina. I am extremely 
glad to see you, sir. 

Julio. [/4side.] A very courteous reception ! — You 
honour me infinitely, madam. 1 must apologize for 
waiting on you without a better introduction. — Don 
Vincentio promised to attend mf; but a concert 
called him to another part of the town, at the mo- 
ment I prepared to come hither. 

Min, A concert — Yes, sir, he is very fond of 
music. 

Julio, He is, madam : — You, I suppose, have a 
passion for that charming science ? 

Min, Oh, yes, I love it mightily. 

Julio. [Aside.] This is lucky ! 1 think I have heard, 
Donna Olivia, that your taste that way is peculiar; 

you are fond of a 'faith, I can hardly speak it, 

[Aside.] — of a Jew's harp. [Smothering a Lavgh. 

Min. A Jew's harp! Mercy! What, do you think 1 
person of my birth and figure, can have such fancies 

as that? No, sir, I love fiddles, French horns, 

tabors, and all the cheerful, noisy instruments in the 
world. 

Julio, [Aside,] Vinceiitio must \\^n^ \i^^^ vw^.^v 

Qt 
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and I as mad as bim to mention it. Then you are 
fond of concerts, madam ? 

Mm. Dote on them ! I wish he'd offer me a ticket. 

[jiside. 

J^dio. t Aside.] Vincentio is clearly wrong. — Now 
to prove now far the other was right, in supposing 
her a vixen. 

Mm, There is a grand public concert, sir, to be 
to-morrow. Pray, do you go } 

JuUo. 1 believe I shall have that pleasure, madam. 

Min, My father, Don CsQsar, won't let me pur- 
chase a ticket : I think it's very hard. 

Julio. Pardon me — I think it's perfectly right 

Min. Right ! what to refuse me a trifling expense, 
that would procure me a great pleasure? 

/tt/to. Yes, doubtless — the ladies are too fond of 
pleasure : I think Don Caesar is exemplary. 

Min. Lord, sir ! you'd think it very hard, if yea 
were me, to be locked up all your life ; and know no- 
thing of the world but what you could catch through 
the bars of your balcony. 

Julio. Perhaps 1 might ; but, as a man, I am con- 
vinced 'tis right. Daughters and wives should be 
«qually excluded those destructive haunts of dissi- 
pation. — Let them keep to their embroidery, nor ever 
presume to show their faces but at their own fire- 
sides. ^This will bring out the Xantippe, surely ! 

[Aiide, 

Min. Well, sir, I don't know — to be sure, home, ss 
you say, is the fittest place for women. For my part, 
I could live for ever at home. I am determined he 
shall have his way; who knows what may happen? 

[Aside. 

Julio. [Aside.] By all the powers of caprice, Garcia 
is as wrong as the other ! 

Min. I delight in nothing so much as in sitting by 
my father, and hearing his tales of old times^ and I 
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fancy, when I have a husband, I shall be more happy 
to sit and listen to his stories of present times. 

Julioi Perhaps, your husband, fair lady, might not 
be inclined so to amuse you. Men have a thousand 
delights that call them abroad; and, probably, 
your chief amusements would be counting the 
hours of his absence, and giving a tear to each as it 
passed. 

Min. Well, he should never see them, however. I 
would always smile when he entered ; and if he found 
my eyes red, I'd say, I had been weeping over the 
history of the unfortunate damsel, whose true love 
hung himself at sea, and appeared to her afterwards 
in a wet jacket. — Sure, this will do I [Aside. 

Julio. 1 am every moment more astonished. Pray^ 
madam, permit me a question. — Are you, really — yet 
I cannot doubt it — are you, really, Donna Olivia, 
the daughter of Don Caesar, to whom Don Garcia 
and Don Vincentio, had lately the honour of paying 
their addresses? 

Min, Am I Donna Olivia! ha! ha! ha! what a 
question ! Pray, sir, is this my father's house I — Are 
you Don Julio f 

Julio, I beg your pardon ; but, to confess, I had 
heard you described as a lady who had not quite so 
much sweetness, and 

Min, Oh ! what, you had heard that I was a ter- 
magant, I suppose. — ^Tis all slander, sir : there is not 
in Madrid, though I say it, a sweeter temper than 
my own ; and though I have refused ' a good many 
lovers, yet, if one was to offer himself that I could 
like— 

Julio, You would take pity, and reward his pas- 
sion. 

Min. I would. 

Julio, Lovely Donna Olivia, how charming is 
this frankness ! — Tit a little odd, though ! [Aside* 

o 2 
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SCENE II. 



Donna Laura's. 



Enter Laura, wiik precipitation^ followed by 

Victoria. 

Laura. Tis his carriage ! — How successful was my 
letter ! This, my Florio, is a most important mo- 
ment. 

Vict, It is, indeed ; and I will leave you to make 
every advantage of it. If I am present, 1 must wit- 
ness condescensions from you, that I shall not be able 
to bear, though I know them to be but affected. — 
Now, Gasper, [AsideJ] play thy part well, and save 
Victoria ! . [Exit. 

Enter Gasper, dressed as an old Beau; two Ser- 
vants yb//ory him^ afid take off a rich Cloak. 

Gasp. Take my cloak ; and, d'ye hear, Ricardo, 
go home and bring the eider-down cushions for the 
coach, and tell the fellow not to hurry me post 
through the streets of Madrid. [Exeunt Servants.] 
I have been jolted from side to side, like a pippin in 
a mill stream. Drive a man of my rank, as he would 
a city vintner and his fat wife, going to a bull fight! 
Ha, there she is ! [Looking through a Glass, suspended 
hy a red Ribbon.'] — there she is ! Charming Donna 
Laura! let me thus at the shrine of your beauty — 
[Makes an effort to kneel, and falls on his Face-, Laura 
assists him to rise,] Fie, fie, those new shoes ! — they 
have made me skate all day, like a Dutchman on a 
canal ; and now — Well, you see how profound my 
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adoration is, madam. Common lovers kneel ; I was 
prostrate. 

Laura, You do me infinite honour. Disgustful 

wretch ! — You are thinner than you were, Don Sancho: 
I protest, now I observe you, you are much altered ! 

Gasp, Ay, madam — fretting. Your absence threw 
me into a fever, and that dekroyed my bloom : — You 
see, I look almost a middle-aged man, now. 

Laura. No, really ; far from it, I assure you.' 
The fop is as wrinkled as a baboon ! [Mide. 

Gasp. Then jealousy — that gave me a jaundice.— ' 
My niece's husband, I hear, Don Carlos, has been my 
happy rival. Oh, my blade will hardly keep in its 
scabbard, when I think of him. 

Laura. Think no more of him — he has been long 
banished my thoughts, be assured. I wonder you 
gave your niece to him, with such a fortune. 

Gasp. Gave ! she gave herself ; and, as to fortune, 
she had not a pistole from me. 

Laura. 'Twas, indeed, unnecessary, with so fine an 
estate as she had in Leon. 

Gasp. My niece an estate in Leon ! Not enough 
to give shelter to a field mouse ; and if he has told 
you so, he is a braggart. 

Laura. Told me so — I have the writings ; he has 
made over the lands to me. 

Gasp. Made over the lands to you ! — Oh, a de- 
ceiver ! I begin to suspect a plot. Pray let me see 
this extraordinary deed. [6'^e runs to a Calnnet.] A 
plot, ril be sworn ! 

Laura. Here is the deed which made that estate 
mine for ever. No, sir, I will intrust it in no hand 
but my own. Yet look over me, and read the de- 
scription of the lands. 

Gasp. [Reading through his Glass.] H — m — m — : 
Li the vicinage of' Rosalvo, hounded on the west by the 
river h — m — w, on the east by the forest Oh^ 
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an artful dog ! I need read no further; I see how the 
thing is. 

Laura. How, sir! — but hold Stay a moment-^ 

I am breathless with fear. 

Goip, Nay, madam, don't be afraid ! Tis my es- 
tate— that's all; the very castle where I was bom; 
and which I never did, nor ever will, bestow on any 
Don in the two Castiles. Dissembling rogue! Bribe 
you with a fictitious title to my estate — ha! ha ! ha! 

Laura. [Aside,] Curses follow him ! The villidn I 
employed, must have been his creature ; his reluct- 
ance all art ; and, whilst I believed myself undoing 
him, was duped myself! 

Gasp. Could you suppose Yd giv^ Carlos such an 
estate for running away with my niece? No, no ! — 
the vineyards, and the com fields, and the woods of 
Rosalva, are not for him. — I've somebody else in my 
eye — in my eye, observe me — to give those to: — 
Can't you guess who it is ? 

Laura, No, indeed ! — He gives me a glimmering 
that saves me from despair ! lAside. 

Gasp. I won't tell you, unless youll bribe me — I 
won't indeed. [Kisses her Cheek.] There, now V\\ tell 
you — they arc all for you. Yes, this estate, to which 
you have taken such a fancy, shall be yours. — 111 
give you the deeds, if youll promise to love me, you 
little, cruel thing ! 

Laura. Can you be serious ? 
Gasp. I'll sign and seal to-morrow. 
Laura. Noble Don Sancho ! Thus then I annihi- 
late the proof of his perfidy, and my weakness. — 
Thus 1 tear to atoms his detested name ; and as I 
tread on these, so would I on his heart. 

Enter Victoria. 

Vict. My children then are saved ! [In transport. 
Laura, [Apart.'l Oh, Florio, 'tis as thou saidst— 
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Carlos was a villain, and deceived me. — Why this 
strange air ? Ah, 1 see the cause — ^you think me 
ruined, and will abandon me. Yes, 1 see it in thy 
averted face; thou dar'st not meet my eyes. If I 
misjudge thee, speak ! 

Vict, Laura, I cannot speak. — You little gue^s the 
emotions of my heart. — Heaven knows, 1 pity you ! 

Laura. Pity ! Oh, villain ! and has thy love al- 
ready snatched the form of pily ? Base, deceitful 

Car. [Without.] Stand off, loose your weak hold ; ' 
I'm come for vengeance ! 

Enter Carlos. 

Where is this youth ? Where is the blooming rival, 
for whom I have been betrayed ? Hold me not, base 
woman ! In vain the stripling flies me ; for, by Hea« 
ven, my sword shall in his bosom write its master's 
wrongs ! 

[ViCTORiA^r*^ goes towards the Flat^ then re- 
turns^ takes off' her Hat^ and drops on one 
Knee. 

Vict. Strike, strike it here ! Plunge it deep into 
tliat bosom, already wounded by a thousand stabs, 
keener and more pamful than your sword can give. — 
Here lives all the gnawing anguish of love betrayed ; 
here live the pangs of disappointed hopes, hopes sanc« 
tified by holiest vows, which have been written in 

the book of Heaven. Hah ! he sinks. [Shejlies 

to him^ — Oh ! my Carlos ! my beloved ! my husband ! 
forgive my too severe reproaches; tl^ou art dear, yet 
dear as ever, to Victoria's heart ! 

Car. [Recovering.] Oh, you know not what you 
do — ^you know not what you are. Oh, Victoria, thou 
art a beggar ! 

Vict. No, we are rich, we are happy ! See there, 
the fragments of that fatal deed, which, had I not re- 
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coveredy we had been indeed undone ; yet still not 
wretched, could my Carlos think so ! 

Car, The fragments of the deed ! the deed which 
that base woman 

Vict. Speak not so harshly. ^To you, madam, I 

fear, I seem reprehensible ; yet, when you consider 
my duties as a wife and mother, you will forgive roe. 
— Be not afraid of poverty — a woman has deceived, 
but she will not desert you ! 

Laura, Is this real ? Can I be awake ? 

Vict. Oh, may'st thou indeed awake to virtue ! — 
You have talents that might grace the highest of our 
sex ; be no longer unjust to such precious gifts, -by 
burying them in dishonour. — ^Virtue is our first, most 
awful duty ; bow, Laura ! bow before her throne, and 
mourn in ceaseless tears, that ever you forgot her 
heavenly precepts ! 

Laura, So, by a smooth speech about virtue, yea 
think to cover the injuries I sustain. Vile, insina- 
aling monster ! — but thou knowest me not. — Revengi 
is sweeter to my heart than love ; and if there is a li^w 
in Spain to gratify that passion, your virtue shall 
have another field for exercise. [Esk, 

Car, \Tuming towards YiCTOKih,^ My hated rival, 
and my charming wife! How many sweet mysteries 

have you to unfold? Oh, Victoria! my soul 

thanks thee, but I dare not yet say I love thee, till 
ten thousand acts of watchful tenderness, have proved 
how deep the sentiment's engraved. 

Vict. Can it be true that I have been unhappy? — 
But the mysteries, my Carlos, are already explained 

to you — Gasper's resemblance to my uncle . 

Gasp. Yes, sir, I was always apt at resemblances— 

In our plays at home, I am always Queen Cleopatra 

— You know she was but a gipsey queen, and I hits 

her off to a nicety. 

Car. Come, my Victoria Oh, there is a painful 
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pleasure in my bosom — ^To gaze on thee, to listen to, 
and to love thee, seems like the bliss of angels' cheer- 
ing whispers to repentant sinners. 

[Exeunt Carlos and Victoria. 

Gasp. Lord help 'em ! how easily the women are 

taken in ! [ExU. 



SCENE III. 



The Frado. 



Enter Minette. 

Mm. Ah, here comes the man at last, after I have 
been sauntering in sight of his lodgings these two 
hours. — Now, if my scheme takes, what a happy per- 
son I shall be ! and sure, as I was Donna Olivia to- 
day, to please my lady, I may be Donna Olivia to- 
night, to phrase myself. Fll address him as the maid 
of a lady who has taken a fancy to him, then convey 
him to our house — then retire, and then c6me in 
again, and, with a vast deal of confusion, confess I 
sent my maid for him. If he should dislike my for- 
wardness, the censure will fall on 'my lady ; if he 
should be pleased with my person, the advantage will 
be mine. But perhaps he's come here on some wick- 
ed frolic or other. — I'll watch him at a distance be»- 
fore 1 speak. [Exit* 

Enter Don Julio, 

Julix), Not here, 'faith ; though she gave me last 
night but a faint refusal, and I had a right, by all the 
rules of gallantry, to construe that into an assent. — 
Then she's a jilt — Hang her, I feel I am uneasy — 
The first woman that ever gave me . ^aiti^ — ^\^ ^^^^v 
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ashamed to perceive that this spot has attractions for 
me, only because it was here I conversed with her. 
Twas here the little syren, conscious of her charms, 
unveiled her £Eiscinating face Twas here — Ha ! 

Enter Don Garcia and Don Vincbntio, . 

Gar. Ha! Don Julio! 

JiUio. Pshaw ! gentlemen, pray be quick. 

Gar, Twas here that Julio, leaving champaigHe 
untasted, and songs of gallantry unsung, came to talk 
to the whistling branches. 

Fin. Twas here that Julio, flying from the young 
and gay, was found in doleful meditation: — [Altering 
his Tone,] — on a wench, for a hundred ducats ! 

Gar, Who is she? 

Julio. Not Donna Olivia, gentlemen ; not Donna 
Olivia. 

Gar. We have been seeking you, to ask the event 
of your visit to her. 

Julio. The event has proved that you have been 
most grossly duped. 

Vin, I knew that — Ha! ha! ha! 

Julio. And you likewise, / know that — Ha! ha! 

ha ! The fair lady, so far from being a vixen, is 

the very essence of gentleness. To me, so much 
sweetness in a wife, would be downright maukish. 

Vin. Well, but she's fond of a Jew's harp. 

Julio. Detests it ; she would be as fond of a jew. 

Gar. Pho, pho ! this is a game at cross purposes; 
— let us all go to Don Caesar's together, and compare 
opinions on the spot. 

Julio. I'll go most willingly — but it will be only to 
cover you both with confusion, for being the two men 
in Spain most easily imposed on. \^All going. 

Enter Minett^. 

Min. Gentlemen, my lady has sent me for one of 
joUf pray whicii oi ^qu u vt i 
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Julio. [Rttummg,] Me, withput doubt, child. 

Vin* 1 don't know that* 

Gar, Look at me, my dear ; don't you think I am 
the man? . 

M in. Let me see — a good air, and well made — ^yoa 
are the man for a dancer. [To Garcia.] Well 
dressed, and nicely put out of hands — 'Vou are the 
man for a bandbox. [To Vincentio.J — Handsome 
and bold — ^you are the man for my lady. 

[To Julio. 

Jidio. My dear little Iris, here's all the gold in my 
pocket. — Gentlemen, 1 wish you a good night — I am 

your very obedient, humble 

[Stalking by tkem^ with hu Arm round Mikettb. 

Gar. Pho ; pi'y thee, don't be a fooL Are we not 
going to Donna Olivia ? 

Julio. Donna Olivia, must wait, my dear boy ; we 
can decide about her to-morrow. Come along, my 
little dove of Venus ! [Exit. 

Gar. What a rash fellow it is ! ten to one but this 
is some common business, and . hell be robbed and 
murdered — they take him for a stranger. 

Vin. Let's follow, and see where she leads him. 

Gar. That's hardly fair : however, as I think there^s 
danger, we will follow. « [JBort^. 



aOBKB IT. 



DOK CSAA%%. 



Enter MiNBTTB and Don Julio. 

Min. There, sir, please to sit down, till my lady is 
ready to wait on you — she ¥roii'lb*\iMi'^----*'^'Ba'^'**2t^ 
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she's out, and I may do great things before she ic* 
turns. [Aside- — Et\t* 

Julio. Through fifty back lanes, a long garden, and 
a narrow staircase, into a superb apartment — all 
that's in the regular way ; as the Spanish women ma* 
nage it, one intrigue is too much like another. If it 
was not now and then for the little lively fillip of a 
jealous husband or brother, which obliges one to 
leap from a window, or crawl, like a cat, along the 
gutters, there would be no bearing the ennuL Ak ! 
ah ! but this promises novelty ; [Looking through the 
Wing.] a young girl and an old man — ^wife or daugli- 
tcr ? They are coming this way. My lovely incog- 
nita, by all that's propitious ! Why did not some kind 
spirit whisper to me my hiappiness? but hotd — she 
can't mean to treat the old gentleman with a^^htof 
me. [Goes beUmt 0ffSoJk. 

Enter Don Cjesar and Olivia. 

Casar, No, no, madam, no going out — There, ma- 
dam, this is your apartment, your house, your gar- 
den, your assembly, till you go to your convent. 
Why, how impudent you are, to look thus uncon- 
cerned ! — Can hardly forbear laughing in my face!— 
Very well — very well ! 

[Ejnt, double locking the Door* 

Oliv. Ha! ha ! ha ! I'll be even with you, my dear 
father, if you treble lock it. I'll stay here two days, 
without once asking for my liberty, and you'll come 
the third, with tears in your eyes, to take me out.— 
He has forgot the door leading to the garden — but I 
vow ril stay, [Sitting down.] I can make the tima 
pass pleasantly enough. 

Julio. I hope so. 

[Looking over the Back of the Sofa. 

OUv. Heaven and earth ! 

Julio. My dear creature, why are you so alarmed? 
am I here before ^o\> ex^e.cx^i ww^l ^umtno; round. 



1 
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Oliv. Expected you ! 

Julio, Oh, this pretty surprise ! Come, let us sit 
down ; I think your father was very obliging to lock 
us in together. 

O/in. Sir ! sir ! roy father ! [Calling at th& Do^r. 

Coesar. [fVithout] Ay, 'tis all in vain — I won't 
come near you. There you are, and there you may 
stay. — I shan't return, make as much noise as you 
will, 

Julio, Why, are you not ashamed tliat your father 
has so much more consideration for your guest than 
you have ? 

OA'v. My guest! how is it possible he can have 
discovered me ? 

JuHo, Pho ! This is carrying the thing further than 
you need — if there was a third person here, it might 
be prudent. 

Oliv, Why, this assurance, Don Julio, is really — 

Julio, The thing in the world you are most ready 
to pardon. 

Oliv, Upon my word, I don't know how to treat 
you. 

JuUo. Consult your heart ! 

Oliv, I shall consult my honour. 

Julio, Honour is a pretty thing to play with, but 
when spoken with that very grave face, after l^ji^ing 
sent your maid to bHng me here, is really nurfe4tiaa 
I expected. I shall be in an ill humour presently— « 
I won't stay if you treat me thus. 

Ohv. Well, this is superior to every thing ! I have 
lieard that men will slander women privately to each 
other ; 'tis their common amusement ; but to do it to 
one's face ! — and you really pretend that I sent for 
you? 

JuHo. Ha ! ha f ha ! Well, if it obliges you, I will 
pretend that you did not send for me ; that your maid 
did not conduct me hither ; nay, that I have not now 
the supreme happiness—; [Catddng ^ in &U Axu\^ 

u % 
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Enter Mikette ; she screams^ and runs out. 

Julio, Donna Olivia de Zuniga ! how the devil 
came she here ? 

Olio. [Aside.] That's lucky ! Olivia, my dear friend, 
why do you run away ? Keep the character, I chatge 
you. [Apart to Minette.] Be still Olivia. 

Jftfi. Oh ! dear madam ! I was — I was so frighten- 
ed when I saw that gentleman. 

Oliv, Oh, my dear, it's the merriest pretty kind of 
gentleman in the world ; he pretends that I sent my 
maid for him into the streets, ha ! ha ! 

Julio, That's right ; always tell a thing yourself, 
which you would not have believed. 

Min, It is the readiest excuse for being found in a 
lady's apartment, however* Now will I swear 1 kno# 
nothing of the matter. [Aside. 

Oliv, Now, I think it a horrid poor excuse ; he has 
certainly not had occasion to invent reasons for such 
im pertinencies often. Tell me that he has made love 
to you to-day. [Apart. 

min, I fancy that he has had occasion to excuse 
impertinencies often ; his impertinence to me to- 
day 

Julio, To yoti, madam ? 

Min. Making love to me, my dear, all the morning 
—-could hardly get him away, he was so desirous to 
speak to my father. Nay, sir, I don't care for your 
impatience. 

Jvliom [Asidel\ Now would I give a thousand pis- 
toles if she were a man ! 

Oliv. Nay, then, this accidental meeting is fortu- 
nate — pray, Don Julio, don't let my presence prevent 
your saying what you think proper to my friend — 
shall I leave you together ? 

Julio. [Apart.] To contradict a lady on such ati 
ttssertion would be too gross-, but^ upon my honour, 
J)onna Olivia is the last wom^iXi \x\«Ci tas^JcL '^bo 
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could inspire me \vith a tender idea. Find an ex- 
cuse to send her away, my angel, I entreat you. I 
kave a thousand things to say^ and the moments are 
too precious to be given to her. 

Oliv. I think so too, but one can't be rude, you 
know. Come, my dear, sit down, [Seating herself,] 
have you brought your work ? 

Julio. The devil! what can she mean? [Pushing 
kimself between Minette and the Sofa.] Donna Olivia^ 
I am sorry to inform you that my physician has just 
been sent for to your father, Don Csesar. — ^The poor 
gentleman was seized with a vertigo, 

Oiiv. Vertigoes ! Oh, he has them frequently, you 
know. [To Minette. 

Min, Yes, and they always keep me from his sight. 

Julio. Did ever one woman prevent another from 
leaving her at such a moment before? I really, ma- 
dam, cannot comprehend 

CiBsar. [JVithout,] It is impo^iblc — impossible, 
gentlemen! Don Julio cannot be here. 

Julio* Hah ! who's that ? 

Enter Don Cjesar, Don Garcia, and Don 

ViNCENTlO. 

Gar, There! did we not tell you so? we saw him 
enter the garden. 

Cctsar. What can be the meaning of all this ? A 
man in my daughter's apartment! 

[Attempting to draw. 

Gar. Hold, sir ! Don Julio is of the first rank in 
Spain, and will unquestionably be able to satisfy 
your honour, without troubling your sword. — We 
nave done mischief, Vinccntio ! [Apart. 

Julio. [To Olivia.] They have been cursedly im- 
pertinent! but ril bring you off, never fear, by pre- 
tending a passion for your busy friend, there. 

Cizsar. Satisfy me then in a moment; s|^eak<^ cue oC 
yoxu 
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Julio. I came here, sir, by the merest accident.— 
The garden door was open, curiosity led me to this 
apartment. — You came in a moment after, and very 
civilly locked me in with your daughter. 

Casar. Locked you in ! why, then, did yoi^ not, 
like a man of honour, cry out? 

Julio, The lady cried out, sir, and you told her 
you would not return ; but when Donna Olivia de 
Zuniga entered, for whom I have conceived a roost 
violent passion 

Cossar, A passion for her! Oh, let me hear nO 
more on't — A passion for her! You may as well en- 
tertain a passion for the untameable hyaena* 

Gar. There, Vincentio, what think you now I 
Xantippe or not ? 

Vin, I am afraid I must give up that' — but pray 
support me as to this pointy Don Cassar ; is not the 
lady fond of a Jew's harp ! 

(ScMar. Fond ! she's fond of nothing, but playing 
the vixen; there is not such a fury upon earth ! 

Julio, These are odd liberties, with a person who 
does not belong him. 

Cctsar, ril play the hypocrite for her no more ; the 
world shall know her true character, they shall know 
but ask her maid there. 

Julio, Her maid ! 

Min, Why, yes, sir; to say truth, I am but Donna 
Olivia's maid, after all. 

Oliv, [Apart.] Dear Minette ! speak for me, or I 
am now ruined. 

Min, I will, ma'am. — I must confess, sir, [Going 
vp to 5uL\o.] I here never was so bitter a tempered 
creature, as my lady is. I have borne her humours 
for two years ; I have seen her by night and by 
day. [Olivia pulls her Sleevcj impatiently^ I will, 
J iviJl! [To Olivia.] and this I am sure, that if j'ou 
marry ier, yoiill rue l\ie da^ ^n^i^ hour the first 
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month, and hang yourself the next. There, madam, 
I have done it roundly now. 

0/iv. I am undone — I am caught in my own snare! 

[Aside. 

Cotsar, After this true character of my daughter, I 
suppose, signor, we shall hear no more of your pas- 
sion ; so let us go down, and leave madam to begin 
bcr penance. 

Julio, ]\fy ideas are totally confused. — You Donna 
Olivia do Zuniga, and the person I thought you, her 
maid! something too flattering darts across my mind. 

Citaar. If you have taken a fancy to her maid, I 
have nothing farther to say ; but as to that violent 
creature 

Julio. Oh, do not profane her. — Where is that 
spirit which you toll me of? Is it that which speaks 
in modest, conscious blushes on her cheeks ? Is it thai 
ivhich bends her lovely eyes to earth ? 

Qesar, Ay, she's only bending them to earth, con- 
sidering how to afflict me with some new obstinacy — 
she'll break out like a tygress in a moment. 

Julio, It cannot be — arc you, charming woman ! 
such a creature ? 

0/tv. Yes, to all mankind — but one. 

[Looking domn. 

Julio, But one ! Oh, might that excepted one, be 
me! 

Olvo. Would you not fear to trust your fete with 
her, you have cause to think so hateful i 

Julio. No, I'd bless the hour that bound my fate 
to her'b — permit me, sir, to pay my vows to this fair 
vixen. 

Cctsar. What, are you such a bold man as that?— 
Pho ! but if you are, 'twill be only lost time — she'll 
contrive, some way or other, to return your vows 
upon your hands. 

Oliv. If they have your authority, «x^ I ^^^V^^««sw 

them— oniy with mv own. 
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Casar, What's that ! what did she say? my head is 
giddy with surprise. 

Julio. And mine with rapture. [Catching her HantL 

Casar, Don't make a fool of me, Olivia. — Wil't 
marry him ? . 

Olifo, When you command me, sir. 

Coior. My dear Don Julio^ thou art my guardian 
angel — shall I have a son-in-law at last? GarciRf 
Vincentio, could you have thought it ? 

Gar. No, $ir ; if we had, we should have saved 
that lady much trouble; 'tis pretty clear now, why 
she was a vixen. 

Vin. Yes, yes, *tis clear enough, and I beg your 
pardon, madam, for the share of trouble I gave you ; 
but pray, have the goodness to tell me, sincerely, 
what do you think of a crash ? 

Oliv. I love music, Don Vincentio, I admire your 
skill, and whenever you'll give me a concert, I shall 
be obliged. 

Vin* You could not have pleased me so well, if 
you had married me. 

Enter Don Carlos and Victoria. 

Oliv. Hah ! here comes Victoria and her Carlos. 
My friend, you are happy — 'tis in your eyes ; I need 
not ask the event. 

Ccesar, What, is this Don Carlos, whom Victoria 
gave us for a cousin ? Sir, you come in happy hour! 

Car. I do indeed, for 1 am most happy. 

JtUio. My dear Carlos, what has new made thee 
thus, this morning? 

Car. A wife ! Marry, Julio, marry ! 

Julio. What! this advice from you? 

Car. Yes; and when you have married an angel, 

when that angel has done for you such thinigs, as 

makes your gratitude almost equal to your love, you 

may then guess somQthmg^oC what 1 feel, iu calling 

this angel mine. 
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Oliv. Now, I trust, Don Julio, after all this, that 
if I should do you the honour of my hand, you'll 
treat mc cruelly, be a very bad man, that I, like my 
exemplary cousin 

Vict Hold,, Olivia ! it is not necessary that a hus« 
band should be faulty, to make a wife's character ex- 
emplary. — Should he be tenderly watchful of your 
happiness, your gratitude will give a thousand graces 
to your conduct ; whilst the purity of your manners, 
and the nice honour of your life, will gain you the 
approbation of those, whose praise is fame. 

Oliv. Pretty and matronly 1 thank you, my dear* 
We have each struck a bold stroke to^y : — your's 
has been to reclaim a husband, mine to get one ; but 
the most important is yet to be obtained — the appro- 
bation of our judges. 

That meed withheld, our labours have been vain; 
Pointless my jests, and doubly keen your pain ; 
Might we their plaudits, and their praise provoke^ 
Our bold should then be term'd, a happy stroke. 
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